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THE OREGON TRAIL- 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE 06ILLALLAH VILLAGE. 

This is hardly the place for portraying the mental 
f eatnies of the Indians. The same picture, slightly 
changed in shade and coloring, would serve with 
very few exceptions for all the trihes north of the 
Mexican territories. But with this similarity in their 
modes of thought, the trihes of the lake and ocean 
shores, of the forests and of the plains, differ greatly 
in their manner of life. Having been domesticated 
for several weeks among one of the wildest of the 
hordes that roam over the remote prairies, I had 
unusual opportunities of observing them, and flatter 
myself that a sketch of the scenes that passed daily 
before my eyes may not be devoid of interest. They 
were thorough savages. Neither their manners nor 
their ideas were in the slightest degree modified by 
contact with civilization. They knew nothing of the 
power and real character of the white men, and their 
children would scream in terror when they saw me. 
Their religion, superstitions, and prejudices were the 
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same handed down to them from immemorial time. 
They fought with the weapons that their fathers 
fought with, and wore the same garments of skins. 
They were living representatives of the *' stone age ; " 
for though their lances and arrows were tipped with 
iron procured from the traders, they still used the 
rude stone mallet of the primeval world. 

Great changes are at hand in that region. With 
the stream of emigration to Oregon and California, 
the buffalo will dwindle away, and the large wandeiv 
ing communities who depend on them for support 
must be broken and scattered. The Indians will 
soon be abased by whiskey and overawed by military 
posts ; so that within a few years the traveller may 
pass in tolerable security through their country. Its 
danger and its charm wiU have disappeared togetiier. 

As soon as Raymond and I discovered the village 
from the gap in the hills, we were seen in our turn; 
keen eyes were constantiy on the watch. As we 
rode down upon the plain, the side of the village 
nearest us was darkened with a crowd of naked 
figures. Several men came forward to meet us. I 
could distinguish among them the green blanket of 
the Frenchman Reynal. When we came up the cere- 
mony of shaking hands had to be gone through in 
due form, and then all were eager to know what had 
become of the rest of my party. I satisfied them on 
this point, and we all moved together towards the 
village. 

^ You *ve missed it," said Reynal; *'if you 'd been 
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here day before yesterday, you 'd have found the 
whole prairie over yonder black wiih buffalo as &r as 
you could see. There were no cows, though ; noth- 
ing but bulls. We made a ^ surround ' every day till 
yesterday. See the village there; don't that look 
like good living?" 

In &ct, I could see, even at that distance, long 
cords stretched from lodge to lodge, over which the 
meat, cut by the squaws into thin sheets, was hang- 
ing to dry in the sun. I noticed too that the village 
was somewhat smaller than when I had last seen it, 
and I asked Reynal the cause. He said that old Le 
Borgne had felt too weak to pass over the mountains, 
and so had remained behind with all his relations, 
including Mahto-Tatonka and his brothers. The 
Whirlwind too had been unwilling to come so &r, 
because, as Reynal said, he was afraid. Only half a 
dozen lodges had adhered to him, the main body of 
the village setting their chief's authority at naught, 
and taking the course most agreeable to their 
inclinations. 

**What chiefs are there in the village now?" 
asked I. 

"Well," said Reynal, "there's old Red-Water, 
and the Eagle-Feather, and the Big Crow, and the 
Mad Wolf, and the Panther, and the White Shield, 
and — what's his name? — the half-breed Shienne." 

By this time we were close to the village, and I 
observed that while the greater part of the lodges 
were very large and neat in their appearance, there 
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was at one side a duster of squalid, miserable huts. 
I looked towards them, and made some remark about 
tiieir wretched appearance. But I was touching upon 
delicate ground. 

^My squaw's relations live in those lodges,'' said 
Beynal, veiy warmly; ^and there is n't a better set 
in the whole village.'' 

*^ Are there any chiefs among them ? " 

"Caiiefs?" said Beynal; **ye8, plenlyl" 

*^ What are their names?" 

** Their names? Why, there's the Arrow-Head. 
If he isn't a chief, he ought to be one. And there 's 
the Hail-Storm. He 's nothing but a boy, to be sure ; 
but he 's bound to be a chief one of these days." 

Just then we passed between two of the lodges, 
and entered the great area of the village. Superb, 
naked figures stood silently gazing on us. 

"^ Where's the Bad Wound's lodge?" said I to 
Beynal. 

^ There, you 'ye missed it again ! The Bad Wound 
is away with the Whirlwind. If you could have 
found him here, and gone to Hve in his lodge, he 
wo}ild have treated you better than any man in the 
village. But there 's the Big Crew's lodge yonder, 
next to old Bed-Water's. He 's a good Indian for 
the whites, and I advise you to go and live with 
him." 

**Are there many squaws and children in Ids 
lodge?" said I. 

^No; only one squaw and two or three children. 
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He keeps the rest in a separate lodge hy them- 
selves." 

So, still followed by a crowd of Indians, Raymond 
and I rode up to the entrance of the Big Crow's 
lodge. A squaw came out immediately and took our 
horses. I put aside the leather flap that covered the 
low opening, and stooping, entered the Big Crow's 
dwelling. There I could see the chief in the dim 
light, seated at one side, on a pile of buffalo-robes. 
He greeted me with a guttural ^How, coUtI" I 
requested Reynal to tell him that Raymond and I 
were come to live with him. The Big Crow gave 
another low exclamation. The announcement may 
seem intrusive, but, in fact, every Indian in the vil- 
lage would have deemed himself honored that white 
men should give such preference to his hospitality. 

The squaw spread a buffalo-robe for us in the 
guest's place at the head of the lodge. Our saddles 
were brought in, and scarcely were we seated upon 
ihem before the place was thronged with Indians, 
crowding in to see us. The Big Crow produced his 
pipe and filled it with the mixture of tobacco and 
shongsasha^ or red willow bark. Round and round 
it passed, and a lively conversation went forward. 
Meanwhile a squaw placed before the two guests a 
wooden bowl of boiled buffalo-meat; but unhappily 
this was not the only banquet destined to be inflicted 
on us. One after another, boys and young squaws 
thrust their heads in at the opening, to invite us to 
various feasts in different parts of the village. For 
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half an hour or more we were actively engaged in 
passing from lodge to lodge, tasting in each of the 
howl of meat set before us, and inhaling a whiff or 
two from our entertainer's pipe. A thundernstoim 
that had been threatening for some time now began 
in good earnest. We crossed over to Reynal's lodge, 
though it hardly deserved the name, for it consisted 
only of a few old buffalo-robes, supported on poles, 
and was quite open on one side. Here we sat down^ 
and the Indians gathered round us. 

""What is it,'' said I, ''that makes the thunder?" 

"It's my beUef," said Reynal, "that it's a big 
stone rolling over the sky." 

"Very Ukely," I replied; "but I want to know 
what the Indians think about it" 

So he interpreted my question, which produced 
some debate. There was a difference of opinion. 
At last old Mene-Seela, or Red-Water, who sat by 
himself at one side, looked up with his withered 
face, and said he had always known what the thunder 
was. It was a great black bird; and once he had 
seen it, in a dream, swooping down from the Black 
Hills, with its loud roaring wings; and when it 
flapped them over a lake, they struck lightning from 
the water. 

"The thunder is bad," said another old man, who 
sat muffled in his bufUo-robe; "he killed my brother 
last summer." 

Reynal, at my request, asked for an explanation ; 
but the old man remained doggedly silent, and would 
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not look up. Some tiine after, I learned how the 
accident occurred. The man who was killed belonged 
to an association which, among other mystic func- 
tions, claimed the exclusive power and privilege of 
fighting the thunder. Whenever a storm which they 
wished to avert was threatening, the thunder-fighters 
would take their bows and arrows, their guns, their 
magic drum, and a sort of whistle, made out of the 
wing-bone of the war-eagle, and, thus eqmpped, run 
out and fire at the rising cloud, whooping, yelling, 
whistling, and beating their drum, to frighten it 
down again. One afternoon, a heavy black cloud 
was coming up, and they repaired to the top of a hill, 
where they brought all their magic artilleiy into play 
against it. But the undaunted thunder, refusing to 
be terrified, darted out a bright flash, which struck 
one of the party dead as he was in the very act of 
shaking his long iron-pointed lance against it. The 
rest scattered and ran yelling in an ecstasy of super- 
stitious terror back to their lodges. 

The lodge of my host Eongra-Tonga, or the Big 
Crow, presented a picturesque spectacle that evening. 
A score or more of Indians were seated around it in 
a circle, their dark naked forms just visible by the 
dull light of the smouldering fire in the middle. The 
pipe glowed brightly in the gloom as it passed from 
hand to hand. Then a squaw would drop a piece of 
buffalo-fat on the dull embers. Instantly a bright 
flame would leap up, darting its light to the very 
apex of the tall conical structure, where the tops of 
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the slender poles that supported the covering of hide 
were gathered together. It gilded the features of 
the Indians, as with animated gestures they sat 
around it, telling their endless stories of war and 
hunting, and displayed rude garments of skins that 
hung around the lodge ; the bow, quiver, and lance, 
suspended over the resting-place of the chief, and 
the rifles and powder-horns of the two white guests. 
For a moment all would be bright as day ; then the 
flames would die out; fitful flashes from the embers 
would illumine the lodge, and then leave it in dark- 
ness. Then the light would wholly fade, and the 
lodge and all within it be involved again in obscurity. 
As I left the lodge next morning, I was saluted 
by howling and yelping all around the village, and 
half its canine population rushed forth to the attack. 
Being as cowardly as they were clamorous, they 
kept jumping about me at the distance of a few 
yards, only one little cur, about ten inches long, hav- 
ing spirit enough to make a direct assault. He 
dashed valiantly at the leather tassel which in the 
Dahcotah fashion was trailing behind the heel of my 
moccason, and kept his hold, growling and snarling 
all the while, though every step I made almost jerked 
him over on his back. As I knew that the eyes 
of the whole village were on the watch to see if I 
showed any sign of fear, I walked forward without 
looking to the right or left, surrounded wherever I 
went by this magic circle of dogs. When I came to 
Reynal's lodge I sat down by it, on which the dogs 
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dispersed growling to their respective quarters. Only 
one large white one remained, running about before 
me and showing his teeth. I called him, but he only 
growled the more. I looked at him well. He was 
fat and sleek ; just such a dog as I wanted. *^ My 
friend," thought I, ^^you shall pay for this I I will 
have you eaten this very morning ! " 

I intended that day to give the Indians a feast, by 
way of conveying a favorable impression of my char- 
acter and dignity; and a white dog is the dish which 
the customs of the DahcotEih prescribe for all occa- 
Bions of formaUty and importance. I consulted 
Reynal:'he soon discovered that an old woman in 
the next lodge was owner of the white dog. I took 
a gaudy cotton handkerchief, and, laying it on the 
ground, arranged some vermilion, beads, and other 
trinkets upon it. Then the old squaw was sum- 
moned. I pointed to the dog and to the handker- 
chief. She gave a scream of delight, snatched up 
the prize, and vanished with it into her lodge. For 
a few more trifles, I engaged the services of two 
other squaws, each of whom took the white dog by 
one of his paws, and led him away behind the lodges. 
Having killed him, they threw him into a fire to 
singe; then chopped him up and put him into two 
large kettles to boil. Meanwhile I told Raymond to 
fry in buffalo fat what little flour we had left, and 
also to make a kettle of tea as an additional luxury. 

The Big Crow's squaw was briskly at work sweep- 
ing out the lodge for the approaching festivity. I 
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confided to my host himself the task of inviting the 
guests, thinking that I might thereby shift from my 
own shoulders the odium of neglect and oversight. 
When feasting is in question, one hour of the 
day serves an Indian as well as another. My enter- 
tainment came off at about eleven o'clock. At that 
hour, Reynal and Raymond walked across the area of 
the village, to the admiration of the inhabitants, 
carrying the two kettles of dog-meat slung on a pole 
between them. These they placed in the centre of 
the lodge, and then went back for the bread and the 
tea. Meanwhile I had put on a pair of brilliant 
moccasons, and substituted for my old buck-skin 
frock a coat, which I had brought with me in view 
of such public occasions. I also made careful use of 
the razor, an operation which no man will neglect who 
desires to gain the good opinion of Indians. Thus 
attired, I seated myself between Reynal and Raymond 
at the head of the lodge. Only a few minutes elapsed 
before all the guests had come in and were seated on 
the ground, wedged together in a close circle. Each 
brought with him a wooden bowl to hold his share of 

• 

the repast. When all were assembled, two of the 
officials called ^^ soldiers" by the white men came 
forward with ladles made of the horn of the Rocky 
Mountain sheep, and began to distribute the feast, 
assigning a double share to the old men and chiefe. 
The dog vanished with astonishing celerity, and each 
guest turned his dish bottom upward to show that all 
was gone. Then the bread was distributed in its 
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turn, and finallj the tea. As the '^ soldiers " poured 
it out into the same wooden bowls that had served 
for the substantial part of the meal, I thought it had 
a particularly curious and uninviting color. 

^^Oh," said Reynal, ^^ there was not tea enough, 
so I stined some soot in the kettle, to make it look 
strong." 

Fortunately an Indian's palate is not very discrimi- 
nating. The tea was well sweetened, and that was 
all they cared for. 

Now, the feast being over, the time for speech- 
making was come. The Big Crow produced a flat 
piece of wood on which he cut up tobacco and shong- 
sasha, and mixed them in due proportions. The 
pipes were filled and passed from hand to hand 
around the company. Then I began my speech, each 
sentence being interpreted by Reynal as I went on, 
and echoed by the whole audience with the usual 
exclamations of assent and approval. As nearly as 
I can recollect, it was as follows: — 

^^I had come," I told them, ^from a country so far 
distant, that at the rate they travel, they could not 
reach it in a year." 

"Howl how!" 

"There the Meneaska were more numerous than 
the blades of grass on the prairie. The squaws were 
far more beautiful than any they had ever seen, and 
all the men were brave warriors." 

"Howl how! how!" 

I was assailed by twinges of conscience as I uttered 
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these last words. But I reooTered myself and began 
again. 

"While I was living in the Meneaska lodges, I 
had heard of the Ogillallah, how great and biave a 
nation they were, how they loved the whites, and 
bow well they could hnnt the buffalo and strike their 
enemies. I resolved to come and see if all that I 
beard was true." 

"How! howl howl bow!" 

" As I had ocone on horseback through the monn- 
tuns, I had been aUe to bring them only a very few 
invsents." 

"How!" 

** But I had enough tobacco to give them all a small 
pieoe. They might smoke it and see how much 
better it was than the tobacco which they got from 
the traders." 

"How! how! how!" 

"I had plenty of powder, lead, knives, and tobacco 
at Fort Laiamie. These I was anxious to give them, 
and if any of them should come to the fort before I 
went away, I would make them handsome proeents." 

"How! howl howl howl" 

Kaymond then cut up and totributed among them 
two or three pounds of tobacco, and old Mene-Seela 
began to make a reply. It was long, but the follow- 
ii^ was the pith of it 

"He had always loved the whites. They were 
the vfiB^t people on earth. He beUeved they could 
do anything, and he was always glad when any of 



THE OGILLALLAH VILLAGE. 15 

them came to live in the Ogillallah lodges. It was 
true I had not made them many presents, but the 
reason of it was plain. It was clear that I liked 
them, or I never should have come so far to find 
their village." 

Several other speeches of similar import followed, 
and then, this more serious matter being disposed of, 
there was an interval of smoking, laughing, and con- 
versation. Old Mene-Seela suddenly interrupted it 
with a loud voice : — 

^Now is a good time," he said, ^^when all the old 
men and chiefs are here together, to decide what the 
people shall do. We came over the mountains to 
make our lodges for next year. Our old ones are 
good for nothing ; they are rotten and worn out. But 
we have been disappointed. We have killed buffalo- 
buUs enough, but we have found no herds of cows, 
and the skins of bulls are too thick and heavy for 
our squaws to make lodges of. There must be plenty 
of cows about the Medicine Bow Mountain. We 
ought to go there. To be sure, it is farther westward 
than we have ever been before, and perhaps the 
Snakes will attack us, for those hunting-grounds 
belong to them. But we must have new lodges at 
any rate; our old ones will not serve for another 
year. We ought not to be afraid of the Snakes. 
Our warriors are brave, and they are all ready for 
war. Besides, we have three white men with their 
rifles to help us." 

This speech produced a good deal of debate. As 
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Reynal did not interpret what was said, I could only 
judge of the meaning by the features and gestures of 
the speakers. At the end of it, however, the greater 
number seemed to have faUen in with Mene-Seela's 
opinion. A short silence followed, and then the old 
man struck up a discordant chant, which I was told 
was a song of thanks for the entertainment I had 
given them. 

^^Now," said he, ^Met us go and give the white 
men a chance to breathe." 

So the company all dispersed into the open air, and 
for some time the old chief was walking round the 
village, singing his song in praise of the feast, after 
the custom of the nation. 

At last the day drew to a close; and as the sun 
went down, the horses came trooping from the sur- 
rounding plains to be picketed before the dwellings 
of their respective masters. Soon within the great 
circle of lodges appeared another concentric circle of 
restless horses ; and here and there fires glowed and 
flickered amid the gloom, on the dusky figures 
around them. I went over and sat by the lodge of 
Reynal. The Eagle-Feather, who was a son of 
Mene-Seela, and brother of my host the Big Crow, 
was seated there already, and I asked him if the vil- 
lage would move in the morning. He shook his 
head, and said that nobody could tell, for since old 
Mahto-Tatonka had died, the people had been like 
children that did not know their own minds. They 
were no better than a body without a head. So I, as 
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well as the Indians themselves, fell asleep that night 
without knowing whether we should set out in the 
morning towards the country of the Snakes. 

At daybreak, however, as I was coming up from 
the river after my morning's ablutions, I saw that a 
movement was contemplated. Some of the lodges 
were reduced to nothing but bare skeletons of poles ; 
the leather covering of others was flapping in the 
wind as the squaws pulled it oS. One or two chiefs 
of note had resolved, it seemed, on moving ; and so 
having set their squaws at work, the example was 
followed by the rest of the village. One by one the 
lodges were smking down in rapid succession, and 
where the great circle of the village had been only a 
few moments before, nothing now remained but a ring 
of hoises and Indians, crowded in confusion together. 
The ruins of the lodges were spread over the ground, 
together with kettles, stone mallets, great ladles of 
horn, buffalo-robes, and cases of painted hide, filled 
with dried meat. Squaws bustled about in busy 
preparation, the old hags screaming to one another 
at the stretch of their leathern lungs. The shaggy 
horses were patiently standing while the lodge-poles 
were lashed to their sides, and the baggage piled 
upon their backs. The dogs, with tongues lolling 
out, lay lazily panting, and waiting for the time of 
departure. Each warrior sat on the ground by the 
decaying embers of his fire, unmoved amid the con- 
fusion, holding in lus hand the long trail-rope of his 
horse. 

▼OL. II. — 2 
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Ab their preparations were completed, each familj 
moved off the ground. The crowd was rapidly melt- 
ing away. I could see them crossing the river, and 
passing in quick succession along the profile of the 
hill on the farther side. When all were gone, I 
mounted and set out after them, followed by Ray- 
mond, and, as we gained the summit, the whole 
village came in view at once, straggling away for 
a mile or more over the barren plains before us. 
Everywhere glittered the iron points of lances. The 
sun never shone upon a more strange array. Here 
were the heavy-laden pack-horses, some wretched old 
woman leading them, and two or three children cling- 
ing to their backs. Here were mules or ponies cov- 
ered from head to taU with gaudy trappings, and 
mounted by some gay young squaw, grinning bash- 
fulness and pleasure as the Meneaska looked at her. 
Boys with miniature bows and arrows wandered over 
the plains, little naked children ran along on foot, 
and numberless dogs scampered among the feet of 
the horses. The young braves, gaudy with paint 
and feathers, rode in groups among the crowd, often 
galloping, two or three at once along the line, to try 
the speed of their horses. Here and there you might 
see a rank of sturdy pedestrians stalking along in 
their white buffalo-robes. These were the dignitaries 
of the village, the old men and warriors, to whose 
age and experience that wandering democracy yielded 
a silent deference. With the rough prairie and the 
broken hills for its background, the restless scene 
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was striking and picturesque beyond description. 
Days and weeks made me familiar with it, but never 
impaired its effect upon my &ncy. 

As we moved on, the broken column grew yet 
more scattered and disorderly, untH, as we approached 
the foot of a hill, I saw the old men before mentioned 
seating themselves in a line upon the ground, in 
advance of the whole. They lighted a pipe and sat 
smoking, laughing, and telling stories, while the 
people, stopping as they successively came up, were 
soon gathered in a crowd behind them. Then the 
old men rose, drew their buffalo-robes over their 
shoulders, and strode on as before. Garoing the top 
of the hill, we found a steep declivity before us. 
There was not a minute's pause. The whole de- 
scended in a mass, amid dust and confusion. The 
horses braced their feet as they slid down, women 
and children screamed, dogs yelped as they were 
trodden upon, while stones and earth went rolling 
to the bottom. In a few moments I could see the 
village from the summit, spreading again far and 
tride over the plain below. 

At our encampment that afternoon I was attacked 
anew by my old disorder. In half an hour the 
strength that I had been gaining for a week past had 
vanished again, and I became like a man in a dream. 
But at sunset I lay down in the Big Crow's lodge 
and slept, totally unconscious till the morning. The 
first thing that awakened me was a hoarse flapping 
over my head, and a sudden light that poured in 
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upon me. The camp was breakiiig up, and the 
aqiiawB were moring the coveriiig from the lodge. 
I aroae and shook off my blanket with the feeling of 
perfect health; bat scarcely had I gained my feet 
when a sense of my helpless condition was once more 
f oieed upon me, and I fonnd myself scaicely able to 
stand. Baymond had brooght up Pauline and the 
mole, and I stooped to raise my saddle from the 
ground. My strength was unequal to the task. 
^ Tou must saddle her," said I to Raymond, as I sat 
down again on a pile of buffalo-robes. He did so, 
and with a painful effort I mounted. As we wero 
passing oyer a great plain, surrounded by long broken 
ridges, I rode slowly in advance of the Indians with 
thoughts that wandered far from the time and the 
place. Suddenly the sky darkened, and thunder began 
to mutter. Clouds wero rising over the hills, as dark 
as the first forebodings of an approaching calamity; 
and in a moment all around was wrapped in shadow. 
I looked behind. The Indians had stopped to proparo 
for the approaching storm, and the dense mass of 
savages stretched &r to the right and left Since 
the first attack of my disorder the effects of rain upon 
me had usually been injurious in the extreme. I had 
no strength to sparo, having at that moment scarcely 
enough to keep my seat on horseback. Then, for 
the first time, it pressed upon me as a strong proba- 
bility that I might never leave those deserts. ^ Well, " 
thought I to myself, ^^the prairie makes quick and 
sharp work. Better to die here, in the saddle to the 
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last, than to stifle in the hot air of a sick chamber; 
and a thousand times better than to drag out life, as 
many have done, in the helpless inaction of lingering 
disease." So, drawing the buffalo-robe on which I 
sat, over my head, I waited till the storm should 
come. It broke at last with a sudden burst of fury, 
and passing away as rapidly as it came, left the sky 
clear again. My reflections served me no other 
purpose than to look back upon as a piece of curious 
experience; for the rain did not produce the ill 
effects that I had expected. We encamped within 
an hour. Having no change of clothes, I contrived 
to boiTow a curious kind of substitute from Reynal ; 
and this done, I went home — that is, to the Big 
Crow's lodge — to make the entire transfer that was 
necessary. Half a dozen squaws were in the lodge, 
and one of them taking my arm held it against her 
own, while a general laugh and scream of admiration 
was raised at the contrast in the color of the skin. 
Our encampment that afternoon was not far from 
a spur of the Black Hills, whose ridges, bristling 
with fir-trees, rose from the plains a mile or two on 
our right. That they might move more rapidly 
towards their proposed hunting-grounds, the Indians 
determined to leave at this place their stock of dried 
meat and other superfluous articles. Some left even 
their lodges, and contented themselves with carrying 
a few hides to make a shelter from the sun and rain. 
Half the inhabitants set out in the afternoon, with 
loaded pack-horses, towards the mountains. Here 
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iiiejr suspended the dried meat npcm tzees, iHiere the 
wolves and giizzly bears could not get at it. All 
letnmed at evening. Someoftheyoongmendeclaied 
that thejr had heard the reports of guns among the 
mountains to the eastward, and many sormises were 
thrown out as to the origin of these sounds. For my 
part, I was in hopes that Shaw and Henry Chatillon 
were coming to join us. I little suspected that at 
that very moment my unlucky comrade was lying on 
a buffalo-robe at Fort Laramie, fevered with ivy 
poison, and solacing his woes with tobacco and 
Shakespeare. 

As we moved over the plains on the next morning, 
several young men rode about the country as scouts ; 
and at length we began to see them occasionally on 
the tops of the hiUs, shaking their robes as a signal 
that they saw buffalo. Soon after, some bulls came in 
sight. Horsemen darted away in pursuit, and we could 
see from the distance that one or two of the buffalo 
were killed. Raymond suddenly became inspired. 

^This IS the country for me! " he said; ^^if I could 
only carry the buffalo that are killed here every 
month down to St. Louis, I 'd make my fortune in 
one winter; I'd grow as rich as old Papin, or 
Mackenzie either. I call this the poor man's market. 
When I 'm hungry, I 've only got to take my rifle 
and go out and get better meat than the rich folks 
down below can get, with all their money. You 
won't catch me living in St. Louis another winter." 

^^No," said Reynal, ^^you had better say thati 
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after you and yonr Spanish woman almoBt starved to 
death there. What a fool you were ever to take her 
to the eettlements I " 

^^Yoor Spanish woman ? " said I; ^*I never heard 
of her before. Are you married to her?'' 

^^No," answered Raymond; ^the priests don't 
many their women, and why shoold I many mine ? " 

This honorable mention of the Mexican clergy 
introduced the subject of religion, and I found that 
my two associates, in common with other white men 
in that country, were as indifferent to their future 
welfare as men whose lives are in constant peril are 
apt to be. Raymond had never heard of the Pope. 
A certain bishop, who lived at Taos or at Santa F^, 
embodied his loftiest idea of an ecclesiastical digni- 
tary. Reynal observed that a priest had been at Fort 
Laramie two years ago, on his way to the Nez Perc^ 
mission, and that he had confessed aU the men there, 
and given them absolution. ^ I got a good clearing 
out myself, that time," said Reynal; ^and I reckon 
that will do for me till I go down to the settlements 
again." 

Here he interrupted himself with an oath, and 
exclaimed, ^' Look I look I The Panther is running 
an antelope!" 

The Panther, on his black-and-white horse, one of 
the best in the village, came at full speed over the 
hill in hot pursuit of an antelope, that darted away 
like lightning before him. The attempt was made in 
mere sport and bravado, for very few are the horses 




24 THE OREGON TRAIL. 

that can for a momeut compete in swiftness with 
this little animal. The antelope tan down the hill 
towards the main body of the Indians, who were 
moving over the plain below. Sharp yells were 
given, and hoisemen galloped ont to intercept his 
flight. At this he turned sharply to the left, and 
scoured away with such speed that he distanced all 
his pursueis, even the vaunted horse of the Panther 
himself. A few moments after, we witnessed a more 
serious sport. A sha^y buffalo-bull bounded out 
from a ne^hboiing hollow, and close behind him 
came a slender Indian boy, riding without stirrups or 
saddle, and lashing his eager little horse to full 
speed. Yard after yard he drew closer to his gigantio 
victim, though the bull, with his short taU erect and 
his tongue lolling out a foot from his foaming jaws, 
was straining his unwieldy strength to the utmost. 
A moment more, and the boy was close alongside. 
It was our friend the Hail-Storm. He dropped the 
rein on his horse's neck, and jerked an arrow like 
lightning from the quiver at his shoulder. 

"I tell you," said Reynal, **that in a year's time 
l^t boy will match the best hunter in the vilh^. 
There, he has given it to him 1 — and there goes 
another I You feel well, now, old buU, don't you, 
with two arrows stuck in your lights I There, he 
has given bim another I Hear how the Hail-Stoim 
y«Ua ^en he shoots 1 Yes, jump at him; tcy it 
again, old fellowl You may jump all day before 
you get your horns into that pony!" 
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The bull sprang again and again at his assailant^ 
but the horse kept dodging with wonderful celerity. 
At length the bull followed up his attack with a 
furious rush, and the Hail-Storm was put to flight, 
the shaggy monster following close behind. The 
boy clung in his seat like a leech, and secure in the 
speed of his little pony, looked round towards us and 
laughed. In a moment he was again alongside the 
bull, who was now driven to desperation. His eye- 
balls glared through his tangled mane, and the blood 
flew from his mouth and nostrils. Thus, still bat- 
tling with each other, the two enemies disappeared 
over the hUl. 

Many of the Indians rode at full gallop towards 
the spot. We followed at a more moderate pace, 
and soon saw the bull lying dead on the side of the 
hill. The Indians were gathered around him, and 
several knives were already at work. These little 
instruments were plied with such wonderful address 
that the twisted sinews were cut apart, the ponderous 
bones fell asunder as if by magic, and in a moment 
the vast carcass was reduced to a heap of bloody 
ruins. The surrounding group of savages offered no 
very attractive spectacle to a civilized eye. Some 
were cracking the huge thigh-bones and devouring 
the marrow within ; others were cutting away pieces 
of the liver, and other approved morsels, and swal- 
lowing them on the spot with the appetite of wolves. 
The faces of most of them, besmeared with blood 
from ear to ear, looked grim and horrible enough. 
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My friend the White Shield proffered me a marrow- 
bone, so skilfully laid open that all the rich sub* 
stance within was exposed to view at once. Another 
Indian held out a large piece o{ the delicate lining of 
the paunch; but these courteous offerings I begged 
leave to decline. I noticed one little boy who was 
very busy with his knife about the jaws and throat of 
the buffalo, from which he extracted some morsel of 
peculiar delicacy. It is but fair to say, that only 
certain parts of the animal are considered eligible in 
these extempore banquets. 

We encamped that night, and marched westward 
through the greater part of the following day. On 
the next morning we again resumed our journey. It 
was the seventeenth of July, unless my note-book 
misleads me. At noon we stopped by some pools of 
rain-water, and in the afternoon again set forward. 
This double movement was contrary to the usual 
practice of the Indians, but all were very anxious to 
reach the hunting-ground, kill the necessary number 
of buffalo, and retreat as soon as possible from the 
dangerous neighborhood. I pass by for the present 
some curious incidents that occurred during these 
marches and encampments. Late in the afternoon of 
the last-mentioned day we came upon the banks of a 
littie sandy stream, of which the Indians could not 
teU the name ; for they were very ill acquainted with 
that part of the country. So parched and arid were 
the prairies around, that they could not supply grass 
enough for the horses to feed upon, and we were 
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compelled to move farther and &riher up the stream 
in search of ground for encampment. The country 
was much wilder than before. The plains were 
gashed with ravines and broken into hollows and 
steep declivities, which flanked our course, as, in 
long scattered array, the Indians advanced up the 
side of the stream. Mene-Seela consulted an extra- 
ordinaiy oracle to instruct him where the buffalo 
were to be found. When he with the other chiefs 
sat down on the grass to smoke and converse, as they 
often did during the march, the old man picked up 
one of those enormous black and green crickets, 
which the Dahcotah call by a name that signifies, 
"They who point out the buffalo." The "Root- 
Diggers," a wretched tribe beyond the mountains, 
turn them to good account by making them into a 
sort of soup, pronounced by certain unscrupulous 
trappers to be extremely rich. Holding the bloated 
insect respectfully between Ids fingers and thumb, 
the old Indian looked attentively at him and inquired, 
"Tell me, my father, where must we go to-morrow 
to find the buffalo ? " The cricket twisted about his 
long horns in evident embarrassment. At last he 
pointed, or seemed to point, them westward. Mene- 
Seela, dropping him gently on the grass, laughed 
with great glee, and said that if we went that way 
in the morning we should be sure to kill plenty of 
game. 

Towards evening we came upon a fresh green 
meadow, traversed by the stream, and deep set 
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among tall sterile bluffs. The Indians descended its 
steep bank; and as I was at the rear, I was one of 
the last to reach this point. Lances were glittering, 
feathers fluttering, and the water below me was 
crowded with men and horses passing through, while 
the meadow beyond swarmed with the restless crowd 
of Indians. The sun was just setting, and poured 
its softened light upon them through an opening in 
the hills. 

I remarked to Reynal that at last we had found 
a good 'camping-groimd. 

** Oh, it 's very good," replied he, ironically, " espe- 
cially if there is a Snake war-party about, and they 
take it into their heads to shoot down at us from 
the top of these hills. It 's no plan of mine, 'camp- 
ing in such a hole as this." 

The Indians also seemed anxious. High up on the 
top of the tallest bluff, conspicuous in the bright 
evening sunlight, sat a naked warrior on horseback, 
looking around over the neighboring country; and 
Raymond told me that many of the young men had 
gone out in different directions as scouts. 

The shadows had reached to the very summit of 
the bluffs before the lodges were erected, and the 
village reduced again to quiet and order. A cry was 
suddenly raised, and men, women, and children came 
running out with animated faces, and looked eagerly 
through the opening in the hills by which the stream 
entered from the westward. I could discern a&r off 
some dark, heavy masses, passing over the sides of a 
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low hilL They disappeared, and then others fol- 
lowed. These were bands of buffalo-cows. The 
hunting-ground was reached at last, and everything 
promised well for the morrow's chase. Being fatigued 
and exhausted, I lay down in Eongra-Tonga's lodge, 
when Raymond thrust in his head, and called upon 
me to come and see some sport. A number of 
Indians were gathered, laughing, along the line of 
lodges on the western side of the village, and at some 
distance, I could plainly see in the twilight two huge 
black monsters stalking, heavily and solemnly, directly 
towards us. They were buffalo-bulls. The wind 
blew from them to the village, and such was their 
blindness and stupidity that they were advancing 
upon the enemy without the least consciousness of 
his presence. Raymond told me that two young 
men had hidden themselves with guns in a ravine 
about twenty yards in front of us. The two bulls 
walked slowly on, heavily swinging from side to side 
in their peculiar gait of stupid dignity. They ap- 
proached within four or five rods of the ravine where 
the Indians lay in ambush. Here at last they seemed 
conscious that something was wrong, for they both 
stopped and stood perfectly stiU, without looking 
either to the right or to the left. Nothing of them 
was to be seen but two black masses of shaggy mane, 
with horns, eyes, and nose in the centre, and a part 
of hoo& visible at the bottom. At last the more 
intelligent of them seemed to have concluded that it 
was time to retire. Very slowly, and with an air of 
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the gravest and most majestic deliberation, he began 
to tain round, as if he were revolving on a pivot. 
Little by little his ugly brown side was exposed to 
view. A white smoke sprang out, as it were from 
the ground; a sharp report came with it. The old 
boll gave a very undignified jump, and galloped ofiF. 
At this his comrade wheeled about with considerable 
expedition. The other Indian shot at him from the 
ravine, and then both the bulls ran away at full 
speed, while half the juvenile population of the vil- 
lage raised a yell and ran after them. The first bull 
soon stopped, and while the crowd stood looking at 
him at a respectful distance, he reeled and rolled 
over on his side. The other, wounded in a less vital 
part, galloped away to the hills and escaped. 

In half an hour it was totally dark. I lay down 
to sleep, and ill as I was, there was something very 
anifniLfiTig in the prospect of the general hunt that 
was to take place on the morrow. 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE HUNTING CAMP. 

LoNO before daybreak the Indians broke up their 
camp. The women of Mene-Seela's lodge were as 
usual among the first that were ready for departure, 
and I found the old man himself sitting by the embers 
of the decayed fire, over which he was warmiog his 
withered fingers, as the morning was very chiU and 
damp. The preparations for moving were even more 
confused and disorderly than usual. While some 
fiunilies were leaving the ground, the lodges of others 
were still standing untouched. At this old Mene- 
Seela grew impatient, and walking out to the middle 
of the village, he stood with his robe wrapped close 
around him, and harangued the people in a loud, 
sharp voice. Now, he said, when they were on an 
enemy's hunting-grounds, was not the time to behave 
like children ; they ought to be more active and united 
than ever. His speech had some eftect. The delin- 
quents took down their lodges and loaded their pack- 
horses ; and when the sun rose, the last of the men, 
women, and children had left the deserted camp. 

This movement was made merely for the purpose 
of finding a better and safer position. So we advanced 
only three or four miles up the little stream, when 
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each family assumed its relative place in the great 
ring of the village, and the squaws set actively at 
work in preparing the camp. But not a single war- 
rior dismounted from his horse. All the men that 
morning were mounted on inferior animals, leading 
their best horses by a cord, or confiding them to the 
care of boys. In small parties they began to leave 
the ground and ride rapidly away over the plains to 
the westward. I had taken no food, and not being at 
all ambitious of fartiier abstinence, I went into my 
host's lodge, which his squaws had set up with won- 
derful despatch, and sat down in the centre, as a 
gentie hint that I was hungry. A wooden bowl was 
soon set before me, filled with the nutritious prepara- 
tion of dried meat, called pemmican by the northern 
voyagers, and wasna by the Dahcotah. Taking a* 
handful to break my fast upon, I left the lodge just 
in time to see the last band of hunters disappear over 
the ridge of the neighboring hill. I mounted Pauline 
and galloped in pursuit, riding rather by the balance 
than by any muscular strength that remained to me. 
From the top of the hill I could overlook a wide ex- 
tent of desolate prairie, over which, far and near, littie 
parties of naked horsemen were rapidly passing. I 
soon came up to the nearest, and we had not ridden 
a mile before all were united into one large and 
compact body. All was haste and eagerness. Each 
hunter whipped on his horse, as if anxious to be the 
first to reach the game. In such movements among 
the Indians this is always more or less the case ; but 
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it was especially so in the present instance, because 
the head chief of the village was absent, and there 
were bat few ^* soldiers, " a sort of Indian police, who 
among their other functions usually assume the direc- 
tion of a buffalo hunt. No man turned to the right 
hand or to the left. We rode at a swift canter 
straight forward, up hill and down hill, and through 
the stiff, obstinate growth of the endless wildnsage 
bushes. For an hour and a half the same red shoulders, 
the same long black hair, rose and fell with the motion 
of the horses before me. Very little was said, though 
once I observed an old man severely reproving Ray- 
mond for having left his rifle behind him, when there 
was some probability of encountering an enemy before 
the day was over. As we galloped across a plain 
thickly set with sage-bushes, the foremost riders 
vanished suddenly from sight, as if diving into the 
earth. The arid soil was cracked into a deep ravine. 
Down we all went in succession and galloped in a 
line along the bottom, until we found a point where, 
one by one, the horses could scramble out. Soon 
after, we came upon a wide shallow stream, and as 
we rode swiftly over the hard sand-beds and through 
the thin sheets of rippling water, many of the savage 
horsemen threw themselves to the ground, knelt on 
the sand, snatched a hasty draught, and leaping back 
again to their seats, galloped on as before. 

Meanwhile scouts kept in advance of the party; 
and now we began to see them on the ridges of the 
hills, waving their robes in token that buffalo were 
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tisible. These, however, proved to be nothing more 
than old straggling bolls, feeding upon the neighbor- 
ing plains, who would stare for a moment at the 
hostile array and then gaUop clumsily off. At length 
we could discern several of these scouts making their 
signals to us at once; no longer waving their robes 
boldly from the top of the hill^ but standing lower 
down, so that they could not be seen from the plains 
beyond. Game worth pursuing had evidently been 
discovered. The excited Indians now urged forward 
their tired horses even more rapidly than before. 
Pauline, who was still sick and jaded, began to 
groan heavily; and her jrellow sides were darkened 
with sweat. As we were crowding together over a 
lower intervening hill, I heard Reynal and Raymond 
shouting to me from the left; and, looking in that 
direction, I saw them riding away behind a party of 
about twenty mean-looking Indians. These were the 
relatives of Reynal's squaw, Maigot, who, not wish- 
ing to take part in the general hunt, were riding 
towards a distant hollow, where they saw a small 
band of buffalo which they meant to appropriate to 
themselves. I answered to the call by ordering 
Raymond to turn back and foUow me. He reluc- 
tantly obeyed, though Reynal, who had relied on 
his assistance in skinning, cutting up, and carrying 
to camp the buffalo that he and his party should 
kUl, loudly protested, and declared that we should 
see no sport if we went with the rest of the Indians. 
Followed by Raymond, I pursued the main body of 
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hunters, while Reynal, in a great rage, whipped his 
horse over the hill after Ids ragamuffin relatives. 
The Indians, stUl about a hundred in number, gal- 
loped in a dense body at some distance in advance, 
a cloud of dust flying in the wind behind them. I 
could not overtake them until they had stopped on 
the side of the hill where the scouts were standing. 
Here each hunter sprang in haste from the tired 
animal he had ridden, and leaped upon the fresh 
horse he had brought with him. There was not a 
saddle or a bridle in the whole party. A piece of 
buffalo-robe, girthed over the horse's back, served in 
the place of the one, and a cord of twisted hair, lashed 
round Ids lower jaw, answered for the other. Eagle 
feathers dangled from every mane and tail, as marks 
of courage and speed. As for the rider, he wore no 
other clothing than a light cincture at his waist, and 
a pair of moccasons. He had a heavy whip, with a 
handle of solid elk-hom, and a lash of knotted bull- 
hide, fastened to his wrist by a band. His bow was 
in his hand, and his quiver of otter or panther skin 
hung at his shoulder. Thus equipped, some thirty 
of the hunters galloped away towards the left, in 
order to make a circuit under cover of the hills, that 
the buffalo might be assailed on both sides at once. 
The rest impatiently waited until time enough had 
elapsed for their companions to reach the required 
position. Then riding upward in a body, we gained 
the ridge of the hill, and for the first time came in 
sight of the buffalo on the plain beyond. 
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They were a bond of cows, four or five hundred 
in number, crowded together near the bank of a wide 
stream that was soaking across the sand-beds of the 
valley. This valley was a large circular basin, sun- 
scorched and broken, scantily covered with herbage, 
and surrounded with high barren hills, from an open- 
ing in which we could see our allies gaUopiog out 
upon the plain. The wind blew from that direction. 
The bufEalo, aware of their approach, had begun to 
move, though very slowly and in a compact mass. I 
have no farther recollection of seeing the game' until 
we were in the midst of them, for as we rode down 
the hill other objects engrossed my attention. Numer- 
ous old bulls were scattered over the plain, and, 
ungallantly deserting their charge at our approach, 
began to wade and plunge through the quicksands of 
the stream, and gallop away towards the hills. One 
old veteran was straggling behind the rest, with one 
of his fore-legs, which had been broken by some acci- 
dent, dangling about uselessly. His appearance, as 
he went shambling along on three legs, was so ludi- 
crous that I could not help pausing for a moment to 
look at him. As I came near, he would try to rush 
upon me, nearly throwing himself down at every 
awkward attempt. Looking up, I saw the whole 
body of Indians full an hundred yards in advance. I 
lashed Pauline in pursuit and reached them just in 
time; for, at that moment, each hunter, as if by a 
common impulse, violentiy struck his horse, each 
horse sprang forward, and, scattering in the charge 
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in order to assail the entire herd at once, we all 
rushed headlong upon the boffalo. We were among 
them in an instant. Amid the trampling and the 
yells I could see their dark figures running hither and 
thither through clouds of dust, and the horsemen 
darting in pursuit. While we were charging on one 
side, our companions attacked the bewildered and 
panic-stricken herd on the other. The uproar and 
confusion lasted but a moment. The dust cleared 
away, and the buffalo could be seen scattering as 
from a common centre, flying over the plain singly, 
or in long files and small compact bodies, while 
behind them followed the Indians, riding at furious 
speed, and yelling as they launched arrow after arrow 
into their sides. The carcasses were strewn thickly 
over the ground. Here and there stood wounded 
buffalo, their bleeding sides feathered with arrows; 
and as I rode by them their eyes would glare, they 
would bristle like gigantic cats, and feebly attempt 
to rush up and gore my horse. 

I left camp that morning with a philosophic reso- 
lution. Neither I nor my horse were at that time fit 
for such sport, and I had determined to remain a 
quiet spectator; but amid the rush of horses and 
buffalo, the uproar and the dust, I found it impos- 
sible to sit still; and as four or five buffalo ran past 
me in ik line, I lashed Pauline in pursuit. We went 
plunging through the water and the quicksands, and 
clambering the bank, chased them through the wild- 
sage bushes that covered the rising ground beyond. 
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But neither her native spirit nor the blows of the 
knotted bull-hide could supply the place of poor 
Pauline's exhausted strength. We could not gain 
an inch upon the fugitives. At last, however, they 
came full upon a ravine too wide to leap over; and 
as this compelled them to turn abruptiy to the left, 
I contrived to get within ten or twelve yards of the 
hindmost. At this she faced about, bristied angrily, 
and made a show of charging. I shot at her, and hit 
her somewhere in the neck. Down she tumbled into 
the ravine, whither her companions had descended 
before her. I saw their dark backs appearing and 
disappearing as they galloped along the bottom; 
then, one by one, they scrambled out on the other 
side, and ran off as before, the wounded animal 
following with the rest. 

Turning back, I saw Raymond coming on his black 
mule to meet me; and as we rode over the field 
together, we counted scores of carcasses lying on the 
plain, in the ravines, and on the sandy bed of the 
stream. Far away in the distance, horsemen and 
buffalo were still scouring along, with clouds of dust 
rising behind them; and over the sides of the hills 
long files of the frightened animals were rapidly 
ascending. The hunters began to return. The 
boys, who had held the horses behind the hill, made 
their appearance, and the work of flaying and cut- 
ting up began in earnest aU over the field. I noticed 
my host Eongra-Tonga beyond the stream, just 
alighting by the side of a cow which' he had killed. 
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Riding up to him, I found him in the act of drawing 
out an arrow, which, with the exception of the notch 
at the end, had entirely disappeared in the animal. 
I asked him to give it to me, and I still retain it as a 
proof, though by no means the most striking one that 
could be offered, of the force and dexterity with 
which the Indians discharge their arrows. 

The hides and meat were piled upon the horses, 
and the hunters began to leave the ground. Raymond 
and I, too, getting tired of the scene, set out for the 
village, riding straight across the intervening desert. 
There was no path, and as far as I could see, no 
landmarks sufficient to guide us; but Raymond 
seemed to have an instinctive perception of the point 
on the horizon towards which we ought to direct our 
course. Antelope were bounding on all sides, and as 
is always the case in the presence of buffalo, they 
seemed to have lost their natural shyness. Bands of 
them would run lightly up the rocky declivities, and 
stand gazing down upon us from the summit. At 
length we could distinguish the tall white rocks and 
the old pine-trees that, as we well remembered, were 
just above the site of the encampment. Still we 
could see nothing of the camp itself, until, mounting 
a grassy hill, we saw the circle of lodges, dingy with 
storms and smoke, standing on the plain at our feet. 

I entered the lodge of my host. His squaw instantly 
brought me food and water, and spread a buffalo- 
robe for me to lie upon ; and being much fatigued, I 
lay down and feU asleep. In about an hour, the 
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entaranoe of Eongia-Tonga, with his anns smeared 
with blood to the elbows, awoke me; he sat down in 
his nsual seat, on the left side of the lodge. His 
squaw gave him a vessel of water for washing, set 
before him a bowl of boiled meat, and, as he was 
eating, pulled off his bloody moccasons and placed 
fresh ones on his feet; then outstretching his limbs, 
my host composed himself to sleep. 

And now the hunters, two or three at a time, came 
rapidly in, and each consigning his horses to the 
squaws, entered his lodge with the air of a man 
whose day's work was done. The squaws flung down 
the load from the burdened horses, and vast piles of 
meat and hides were soon gathered before every 
lodge. By this time it was darkening fast, and the 
whole village was illumined by the glare of fires. All 
the squaws and children were gathered about the 
piles of meat, exploring them in search of the daintiest 
portions. Some of these they roasted on sticks before 
the fires, but often they dispensed with this super- 
fluous operation. Late into the night the fires were 
still glowing upon the groups of f casters engaged in 
this savage banquet around them. 

Several hunters sat down by the fire in Eongra- 
Tonga's lodge to talk over the day's exploits. 
Among the rest, Mene-Seela came in. Though he 
must have seen full eighty winters, he had taken an 
active share in the day's sport He boasted that he 
had killed two cows that morning, and would have 
killed a third if the dust had not blinded him so that 
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he had to drop his bow and arrows and press both 
hands against his eyes to stop the pain. The fire- 
light fell upon his wrinkled face and shrivelled figure 
as he sat telling his story with such inimitable ges- 
ticulation that every man in the lodge broke into a 
laugh. 

Old Mene-Seela was one of the few Indians in the 
village with whom I would have trusted myself alone 
without suspicion, and the only one from whom I 
should have received a gift or a service without the 
certainty that it proceeded from an interested motive. 
He was a great friend to the whites. He liked to be 
in their society, and was very vain of the favors he 
had received from them. He told me one afternoon, 
as we were sitting together in his son's lodge, that 
he considered the beaver and the whites the wisest 
people on earth ; indeed, he was convinced they were 
the same; and an incident which had happened to 
him long before had assured him of this. So he 
began the following story, and as the pipe passed in 
turn to him, Keynal availed himself of these inter- 
ruptions to translate what had preceded. But the 
old man accompanied his words with such admirable 
pantomime that translation was hardly necessary. 

He said that when he was very young, and had 
never yet seen a white man, he and three or four of 
his companions were out on a beaver himt, and he 
crawled into a large beaver-lodge, to see what was 
there. Sometimes he crept on his hands and knees, 
sometimes he was obliged to swim, and sometimes to 
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lie flat on his &ce and drag himself along. In this 
way he crawled a great distance under ground. It 
was very dark, cold, and close, so that at last he was 
almost suffocated, and feU into a swoon. When 
he began to recover, he could just distinguish the 
voices of his companions outside, who had given him 
up for lost, and were singing his death-song. At 
first he could see nothing, but soon discerned some- 
thing white before him, and at length plainly dis- 
tinguished three people, entirely white, one man and 
two women, sitting at the edge of a black pool of 
water. He became alarmed, and thought it high 
time to retreat. Having succeeded, after great 
trouble, in reaching daylight again, he went to the 
spot directly above the pool of water where he had 
seen the three mysterious beings. Here he beat a 
hole with his war-club in the ground, and sat down 
to watch. In a moment the nose of an old male 
beaver appeared at the opening. Mene-Seela instantly 
seized him and dragged him up, when two other 
beavers, both females, thrust out their heads, and 
these he served in the same way. ^^ These," said the 
old man, concluding his story, for which he was 
probably indebted to a dream, ^ must have been the 
three white people whom I saw sitting at the edge of 
the water." 

Mene-Seela was the grand depositary of the legends 
and traditions of the village. I succeeded, however, 
in getting from him only a few fragments. Like all 
Indians, he was excessively superstitious, and con- 
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tinually saw some reason for withholding his stories. 
*^It is a had thing," he would say, ^to tell the tales 
in summer. Stay with us till next winter, and I will 
tell you everything I know; but now our war- 
parties are going out, and our young men will be 
kUled if I sit down to tell stories before the frost 
begins." 

But to leave this digression. We remained en- 
camped on this spot five days, during three of which 
the hunters were at work incessantly, and immense 
quantities of meat and hides were brought in. Oreat 
alarm, however, prevailed in the village. All were 
on the alert The young men ranged the country as 
scouts, and the old men paid careful attention to 
omens and prodigies, and especially to their dreams. 
In order to convey to the enemy (who, if they were 
in the neighborhood, must inevitably have known of 
our presence) the impression that we were constantly 
on the watch, piles of sticks and stones were erected 
on all the surrounding hills, in such a manner as to 
appear at a distance like sentinels. Often, even to 
this hour, that scene will rise before my mind like a 
visible reality: the tall white rocks; the old pine- 
trees on their summits; the sandy stream that ran 
along their bases and half encircled the village; and 
the wild-sage bushes, with their dull green hue and 
their medicinal odor, that covered all the neighboring 
declivities. Hour after hour the squaws would pass 
and repass with their vessels of water between the 
stream and the lodges. For the most part, no one 
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was to be seen in the camp but women and childien, 
two or three superannuated old men, and a few lazy 
and worthless young ones. These, together with the 
dogs, now grown fat and good-natured with the 
abundance in the camp, were its only tenants. Still 
it presented a busy and bustling scene. In all 
quarters the meat, hung on cords of hide, was drying 
in the sun, and around the lodges, the squaws, young 
and old, were laboring on the fresh hides stretched 
upon the ground, scraping the hair from one side and 
the still adhering flesh from the other, and rubbing 
into them the brains of the buffalo, in order to render 
them soft and pliant. 

In mercy to myself and my horse, I did not go out 
with the hunters after the first day. Of late, how- 
ever, I had been gaining strength rapidly, as was 
always the case upon every respite of my disorder. I 
was soon able to walk with ease. Raymond and I 
would go out upon the neighboring prairies to shoot 
antelope, or sometimes to assail straggling buffalo, on 
foot; an attempt in which we met with rather indif- 
ferent success. As I came out of Kongra-Tonga*s 
lodge one morning, Reynal called to me from the 
opposite side of the village, and asked me over to 
breakfast. The breakfast was a substantial one. It 
consisted of the rich, juicy hump-ribs of a fat cow; a 
repast absolutely unrivalled in its way. It was 
roasting before the fire, impaled upon a stout stick, 
which Reynal took up and planted in the ground 
before his lodge ; when he, with Raymond and myself. 
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taking our seats around it, unsheathed our knives 
and assailed it with good will. In spite of all 
medical experience, this solid &re, without bread or 
salt, seemed to agree with me admirably. 

^^ We shall have strangers here before night, '' said 
Keynal. 

^*How do you know that?" I asked. 

^* I dreamed so. I am as good at dreaming as an 
Indian. There's the Hail-Storm; he dreamed the 
same thing, and he and his crony, The Rabbit, have 
gone out on discovery." 

I laughed at Keynal for his credulity, went over 
to my host's lodge, took down my rifle, walked out 
a mile or two on the prairie, saw an old bull stand- 
ing alone, crawled up a ravine, shot him, and saw 
him escape. Then, exhausted and rather ill-humored, 
I walked back to the village. By a strange coinci- 
dence, Reynal's prediction had been verified ; for the 
first persons whom I saw were the two trappeis, 
Rouleau and Saraphin, coming to meet me. These 
men, as the reader may possibly recollect, had left 
our party about a fortnight before. They had been 
trapping among the Black Hills, and were now on 
their way to the Rocky Mountains, intending in a 
day or two to set out for the neighboring Medicine 
Bow. They were not the most elegant or refined of 
companions, yet they made a veiy welcome addition 
to the limited society of the village. For the rest of 
that day we lay smoking and talking in Reynal's 
lodge. This indeed was no better than a hut, made 
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of hides stretohed on poles, and entirely open in 
front. It was well carpeted with soft buffalo-robes, 
and here we remained, sheltered from the sun, sur- 
rounded by the domestic utensils of Madame Margot's 
household. All was quiet in the village. Though 
the hunters had not gone out that day, they lay 
sleeping in their lodges, and most of the women were 
silently engaged in their heavy tasks. A few young 
men were playing at a lazy game of ball in the area 
of the village; and when they became tired, some 
girls supplied their place with a more boisterous 
sport. At a little distance, among the lodges, some 
children and half -grown squaws were playfully toss- 
ing one of their number in a buffalo-robe, — an ex- 
act counterpart of the ancient pastime from which 
Sancho Panza suffered so much. Farther out on the 
prairie, a host of little naked boys were roaming 
about, engaged in various rough games, or pursuing 
birds and ground-squirrels with their bows and 
arrows; and woe to the unhappy little animals that 
fell into their merciless, torture-loving hands. A 
squaw from the next lodge, a notable housewife, 
named Weah Washtay, or the Good Woman, brought 
us a large bowl of vhistMj and went into an ecstasy 
of delight when I presented her with a green glass 
ring, such as I usually wore with a view to similar 
occasions. 

The sun went down, and half the sky was glowing 
fiery red, reflected on the little stream as it wound 
away among the sage-bushes. Some young men left 
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lihe Tillage, and soon returned, driving in before 
them all the horses, hundreds in number, and of 
every size, age, and color. The hunters came out, 
and each securing those that belonged to him, ex- 
amined their condition, and tied them fast by long 
cords to stakes driven in front of his lodge. It was 
half an hour before the bustle subsided and tran- 
quillity was restored again. By this time it was 
nearly dark. Kettles were hung over the fires, 
around which the squaws were gathered with their 
children, laughing and talking merrily. A circle of 
a different kind was formed in the centre of the vil- 
lage. This was composed of the old men and war- 
riors of repute, who sat together with their white 
buffalo-robes drawn close around their shoulders ; and 
as the pipe passed from hand to hand, their conversa- 
tion had not a particle of the gravity and reserve 
usually ascribed to Indians. I sat down with them 
as usual. I had in my hand half a dozen squibs and 
serpents, which I had made one day when encamped 
upon Laramie Creek, with gunpowder and charcoal, 
and the leaves of ^Fremont's Expedition," rolled 
round a stout lead-pencil. I waited till I could get 
hold of the large piece of burning hoia^-^ache which 
the Indians kept by them on the ground for lighting 
their pipes. With this I lighted all the fireworks at 
once, and tossed them whizzing and sputtering into 
the air, over the heads of the company. They all 
jumped up and ran off with yelps of astonishment 
and consternation. After a moment or two, they 
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ventared to come back one by one, and some of the 
boldest, picking up the cases of bu-^t paper, ex- 
amined them with eager cnrioeity to discover their 
mysterious secret. From that time forward I enjoyed 
great repute as a *^ fire-medicine.'* 

The camp was filled with the low hum of cheerful 
voices. There were other sounds, however, of a 
different kind; for from a large lodge, lighted up 
like a gigantic lantern by the blazing fire within, 
came a chorus of dismal cries and wailings, long 
drawn out, like the howling of wolves, and a woman, 
almost naked, was crouching close outside, crying 
violently, and gashing her legs with a knife till they 
were covered with blood. Just a year before, a 
young man belonging to this family had been slain 
by the enemy, and his relatives were thus lamenting 
his loss. StiU other sounds might be heard; loud 
earnest cries often repeated from amid the gloom, at 
a distance beyond the village. They proceeded from 
some young men who, being about to set out in a few 
days on a war-party, were standing at the top of a 
hill, calling on the Great Spirit to aid them in their 
enterprise. While I was listening. Rouleau, with a 
laugh on his careless face, called to me and directed 
my attention to another quarter. In front of the 
lodge where Weah Washtay lived, another squaw 
was standing, angrily scolding an old yellow dog, 
who lay on the ground with his nose resting between 
his pawB, and his eyes turned sleepily up to her 
faoe, as if pretending to give respectful attention. 
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but resolved to fall asleep as soon as it was all 
over. 

*^ You ought to be ashamed of yourself I " said the 
old woman. ^ I have fed you well, and taken care 
of you ever since you were small and blind, and 
could only crawl about and squeal a little, instead of 
howling as you do now. When you grew old, I 
said you were a good dog. You were strong and 
gentle when the load was put on your back, and you 
never ran among the feet of the horses when we were 
all travelling together over the prairie. But you 
had a bad heart I Whenever a rabbit jumped out 
of the bushes, you were always the first to run after 
Tiim and lead away all the other dogs behind you. 
You ought to have known that it was very dangerous 
to act so. When you had got far out on the prairie, 
and no one was near to help you, perhaps a wolf 
would jump out of the ravine ; and then what could 
you do ? You would certainly have been killed, for 
no dog can fight well with a load on his back. Only 
three days ago you ran off in that way, and turned 
over the bag of wooden pins with which I used to 
fasten up the front of the lodge. Look up there, and 
you will see that it is all flapping open. And now 
to-night you have stolen a great piece of fat meat 
which was roasting before the fire for my children. 
I tell you, you have a bad heart, and you must 
diel" 

So saying, the squaw went into the lodge, and 

coming out with a large stone maUet, killed the 
Toiii n.— 4 
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iinf ortnnate dog at one blow. This speech is worthy 
of notice, as illustrating a curious characteristic of 
the Indians, who ascribe intelligence and a power of 
understanding speech to the inferior animals; to 
whom, indeed, according to many of their traditions, 
they are linked in close affinity; and they even claim 
the honor of a lineal descent from bears, wolves, 
deer, or tortoises. 

As it grew late, I walked across the village to the 
lodge of my host, Eongra-Tonga. As I entered I 
saw him, by the blaze of the fire in the middle, 
reclining half asleep in his usual place. His couch 
was by no means an uncomfortable one. It consisted 
of buffalo-robes, laid together on the ground, and a 
pillow made of whitened deer-skin, stuffed with 
feathers and ornamented with beads. At his back 
was a light framework of poles and slender reeds, 
against which he could lean with ease when in a sit- 
ting posture; and at the top of it, just above his 
head, hung his bow and quiver. His squaw, a laugh- 
ing, broad-faced woman, apparently had not yet 
completed her domestic arrangements, for she was 
bustling about the lodge, pulling over the utensils 
and the bales of dried meat that were ranged care- 
fully around it. Unhappily, she and her partner were 
not the only tenants of the dwelling ; for half a dozen 
children were scattered about, sleeping in every 
imaginable posture. My saddle was in its place at 
the head of the lodge, and a buffalo-robe was spread 
on the ground before it. Wrapping myself in my 
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blanket, I lay down ; but had I not been extremely 
fatigued, the noise in the next lodge would haye 
prevented my sleeping. There was the monotonous 
thumping of the Indian drum, mixed with occasional 
sharp yells, and a chorus chanted by twenty voices. 
A grand scene of gambling was going forward with 
all the appropriate formalities. The players were 
staking on the chances of the game their ornaments, 
their horses, and as the excitement rose, their gar- 
ments, and even their weapons; for desperate gam- 
bling is not confined to the hells of Paris. The men 
of the plains and forests no less resort to it as a relief 
to the tedious monotony of their lives, which alter- 
nate between fierce excitement and listless inaction. 
I fell asleep with the dull notes of the drum still 
sounding on my ear; but these orgies lasted without 
intermission till daylight. I was soon awakened by 
one of the children crawling over me, while another 
larger one was tugging at my blanket and nestling 
himself in a very disagreeable proximity. I imme- 
diately repelled these advances by punching the heads 
of these miniature savages with a short stick which I 
always kept by me for the purpose ; and as sleeping 
half the day and eating much more than is good for 
them makes them extremely restless, this operation 
usually had to be repeated four or five times in the 
course of the night. My host himself was the author 
of another formidable annoyance. All these Indians, 
and he among the rest, think themselves bound to the 
constant performance of certain acts as the condition 
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on which their success in life depends, whether in 
war, love, hunting, or any other employment. These 
^medicines," as they are called, which are usually 
communicated in dreams, are often absurd enough. 
Some Indians will strike the butt of the pipe against 
the ground every time they smoke; others will insist 
that everything they say shall be interpreted by con- 
traries; and Shaw once met an old man who con- 
ceived that all would be lost unless he compelled 
every white man he met to drink a bowl of cold 
water. My host was particularly unfortunate in his 
allotment. The spirits had told him in a dream that 
he must sing a certain song in the middle of every 
night; and regularly at about twelve o'clock his 
dismal monotonous chanting would awaken me, and 
I would see him seated bolt upright on his couch, 
going through his dolorous performance with a most 
business-like air. There were other voices of the 
night, still more inharmonious. Twice or thrice, 
between sunset and dawn, all the dogs in the village, 
and there were hundreds of them, would bay and 
yelp in chorus; a horrible clamor, resembling no 
sound that I have ever heard, except perhaps the 
frightful howling of wolves that we used sometimes 
to hear, long afterward, when descending the Arkansas 
on the trail of General Kearney's army. This canine 
uproar is, if possible, more discordant than that of 
the wolves. Heard at a distance slowly rising on 
the night, it has a strange unearthly effect, and 
would fearfully haunt the dreams of a nervous man ; 
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but when you are sleeping in the midst of it, the din 
is outrageous. One long, loud howl begins it, and 
voice after voice takes up the sound, till it passes 
around the whole circumference of the village, and 
the air is filled with confused and discordant cries, at 
once fierce and mournful. It lasts a few moments, 
and then dies away into silence. 

Morning came, and Eongra-Tonga, mounting his 
horse, rode out with the hunters. It may not be 
amiss to glance at him for an instant in his character 
of husband and father. Both he and his squaw, like 
most other Indians, were very fond of their children, 
whom they indulged to excess, and never punished, 
except in extreme cases, when they would throw 
a bowl of cold water over them. Their offspring 
became sufficiently undutiful and disobedient under 
this system of education, which tends not a little to 
foster that wild idea of liberty and utter intolerance 
of restraint which lie at the foundation of the Indian 
character. It would be hard to find a fonder father 
than Eongra-Tonga. There was one urchin in par- 
ticular, rather less than two feet high, to whom he 
was exceedingly attached; and sometimes spreading 
a buffalo-robe in the lodge, he would seat himself 
upon it, place his small &vorite upright before him, 
and chant in a low tone some of the words used as an 
accompaniment to the waivdance. The littie fellow, 
who Qould just manage to balance himself by stretch- 
ing out both arms, would lift his feet and turn slowly 
round and round in time to his father's music, while 
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my host wonld laugh with delight, and look simliiig 
up into my face to see if I were admiring this preco- 
cious peif onnance of his offspring. In his capacity 
of husband he was less tender. The squaw who liyed 
in the lodge with him had been his partner for many 
years. She took good care of his children and his 
household concerns. He liked her well enough, and 
as far as I could see, they never quaiielled; but his 
wanner affections were reserved for younger and 
more recent &vorites. Of these he had at present 
only one, who lived in a lodge apart from his own. 
One day while in this camp, he became displeased 
with her, pushed her out, threw after her her orna- 
ments, dresses, and eveiything she had, and told her 
to go home to her father. Having consummated 
this summary divorce, for which he could show good 
reasons, he came back, seated himself in his usual 
place, and began to smoke with an air of the utmost 
tranquillity and self-satis&ction. 

I was sitting in the lodge with him on that very 
afternoon, when I felt some curiosity to learn the 
history of the numerous scars that appeared on his 
naked body. Of some of them, however, I did not 
venture to inquire, for I already understood their 
origLQ. Each of his arms was marked as if deeply 
gashed with a knife at regular intervals, and there 
were other scars also, of a different character, on his 
back and on either breast. They were the traces of 
the tortures which these Indians, in common with a 
few other tribes, inflict upon themselves at certain 
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seasons; in part, it may be, to gain the gloiy of 
courage and endurance, but chiefly as an act of self- 
sacrifice to secure the &yor of the spirits. The scais 
upon the breast and back were produced by running 
through the flesh strong splints of wood, to which 
heavy buffalo-skulls are fastened by cords of hide, 
and the wretch runs forward with all his strength, 
assisted by two companions, who take hold of each 
arm, until the flesh tears apart and the skulls are left 
behind. Others of Eongra-Tonga's scars were the 
result of accidents ; but he had many received in war. 
He was one of the most noted warriors in the village. 
In the course of his life he had slain, as he boasted 
to me, fourteen men ; and though, like other Indians, 
he was a braggart and liar, yet in this statement 
common report bore him out. Being flattered by my 
inquiries, he told me tale after tale, true or &lse, of 
his warlike exploits; and there was one among the 
rest illustrating the worst features of Indian char- 
acter too well for me to omit it. Pointing out of the 
opening of the lodge towards the Medicine Bow 
Mountain, not many miles distant, he said that he 
was there a few summers ago with a war-party of his 
young men. Here they found two Snake Indians, 
hunting. They shot one of them with arrows, and 
chased the other up the side of the mountain till they 
surrounded him, and Eongra-Tonga himself, jumping 
forward among the trees, seized him by the arm. 
Two of his young men then ran up and held him fast 
while he scalped him alive. They then built a great 
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ality, and was now both in act and inclination an 
OgUIaUali. 

It will be remembered that the scheme of the grand 
war-party against the Snake and Crow Indians origi- 
nated in this village ; and though this plan had fallen 
to the ground, the embers of martial ardor continued 
to glow. Eleven young men had prepared to go out 
against the enemy, and the fourth day of our stay in 
this camp was fixed upon for their departure. At 
the head of this party was a well-built, active little 
Indian, called the White Shield, whom I had always 
noticed for the neatness of his dress and appearance. 
His lodge too, though not a large one, was the best 
in the village, his squaw was one of the prettiest, and 
altogether his dwelling was the model of an OgiUallah 
domestic establishment. I was often a visitor there, 
for the White Shield, being rather partial to white 
men, used to invite me to continual feasts at all hours 
of the day. Once, when the substantial part of the 
entertainment was over, and he and I were seated 
cross-legged on a buffalo-robe smoking together very 
amicably, he took down his warlike equipments, 
which were hanging around the lodge, and displayed 
them with great pride and self-importance. Among 
the rest was a superb head-dress of feathers. Taking 
this from its case, he put it on and stood before me, 
perfectly conscious of the gallant air which it gave 
to his dark face and his vigorous, graceful figure. He 
told me that upon it were the feathers of three war- 
eagles, equal in value to the same number of good 
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"You have only given him two of your arrows,'* 
said Reynal. " If you ask him, he will give them 
back again." 

For some time the White Shield said nothing. At 
last he spoke in a gloomy tone, — 

*' One of my young men has had bad dreams. The 
spirits of the dead came and threw stones at him in 
his sleep." 

If such a dream had actually taken place it might 
have broken up this or any other war-party, but both 
Reynal and I were convinced at the time that it was 
a mere fabrication to excuse his remaining at home. 

The White Shield was a warrior of noted prowess. 
Very probably, he would have received a mortal 
wound without the show of pain, and endured with- 
out flinching the worst tortures that an enemy could 
inflict upon him. The whole power of an Indian's 
nature would be summoned to encounter such a trial ; 
every influence of his education from childhood would 
have prepared him for it; the cause of his suffering 
would have been visibly and palpably before him, 
and his spirit would rise to set his enemy at defiance, 
and gain the highest glory of a warrior by meeting 
death with fortitude. But when he feels himself 
attacked by a mysterious evil, before whose assaults 
his manhood is wasted, and his strength drained 
away, when he can see no enemy to resist and defy, 
the boldest warrior falls prostrate at once. He 
believes that a bad spirit has taken possession of him, 
or that he is the victim of some charm. When suffer- 
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ing from a protracted disorder, an Indian will often 
abandon himself to his supposed destiny, pine away 
and die, the victim of his own imagination. The 
same effect will often follow a series of calamities, or 
a long ran of ill-lack, and Indians have been known 
to ride into the midst of an enemy's camp, or attack 
a grizzly bear single-handed, to get rid of a life 
supposed to lie under the doom of fate. 

Thus, after all his fasting, dreaming, and calling 
upon the Great Spirit, the White Shield's waiyparty 
came to nought. 



CHAPTER XVL 

THE TBAPPEB8. 

Ik speakmg of the IndiaiiB, I have ahnost forgotten 
two bold adventaieis of another xace, the trappeiB 
Ronleau and Saraphin. These men were bent on a 
hazardons enterprise. They were on their way to 
the countzy ranged by the Aiapahoes, a day's journey 
west of onr camp. These Aiapahoes, of whom Shaw 
and I afterwards fell in with a large number, are 
ferocious savages, who of late had declared them- 
selves enemies to the whites, and threatened death 
to the first who should venture withia their territory. 
The occasion of the declaration was as follows : — 

In the preceding spring, 1845, Colonel Kearney left 
Fort Leavenworth with several companies of dragoons, 
marched to Fort Laramie, passed along the foot of 
the mountains to Bent's Fort, and then, turning east- 
ward again, returned to the point whence he set out. 
While at Fort Laramie, he sent a part of his com- 
mand as far westward as Sweetwater, while he him- 
self remained at the fort, and despatched messages to 
the surroundmg Indians to meet him there in council. 
Then for the first time the tribes of that vicinity saw 
the white warriors, and, as might have been expected, 
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they were lost in astonishment at their regular order, 
their gay attire, the completeness of their martial 
equipment, and the size and strength of their horses. 
Among the rest, the Arapahoes came in considerable 
numbers to the fort. They had lately committed 
numerous murders, and Colonel Kearney threatened 
that if they killed any more white men he would turn 
loose his dragoons upon them, and annihilate their 
nation. In the evening, to add effect to his speech, 
he ordered a howitzer to be fired and a rocket to be 
thrown up. Many of the Arapahoes fell flat on the 
' ground, while others ran away screaming with amaze- 
ment and terror. On the following day they with- 
drew to their mountains, confounded at the appearance 
of the dragoons, at their big gun which went off 
twice at one shot» and the fiery messenger which they 
had sent up to the Great Spirit. For many months 
they remained quiet, and did no farther mischief. 
At length, just before we came into the country, one 
of them, by an act of the basest treachery, killed two 
white men. Boot and May, who were trapping among 
the mountains. For this act it was impossible to 
discover a motive. It seemed to spring from one 
of those inexplicable impulses which often possess 
Indians, and which appear to be mere outbreaks of 
native ferocity. No sooner was the murder com« 
mitted than the whole tribe were in consternation. 
They expected every day that the avenging dragoons 
would come, little thinking that a desert of nine 
hundred miles lay between them and their enemy. 
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A large deputation of them came to Fort Laramie, 
bringing a valuable present of horses, in atonement. 
These Bordeaux refused to accept. They then asked 
if he would be satisfied with their delivering up the 
murderer himself; but he declined this offer also. 
The Arapahoes went back more terrified than ever. 
Weeks passed away, and still no dragoons appeared. 
A result followed which those best acquainted with 
Indians had predicted. They imagined that fear had 
prevented Bordeaux from accepting their gifts, and that 
they had nothing to apprehend from the vengeance 
of the whites. From terror they rose to the height 
of insolence. They called the white men cowards and 
old women; and a friendly Dahcotah came to Fort 
Laramie with the report that they were determined 
to kill the first white dog they could lay hands on. 

Had a military officer, with suitable powers, been 
stationed at Fort Laramie ; had he accepted the offer 
of the Arapahoes to deliver up the murderer, and 
ordered him to be led out and shot, in presence of 
his tribe, — they would have been awed into tran- 
quillity, and much danger averted; but now the 
neighborhood of the Medicine Bow Mountain was 
perilous in the extreme. Old Mene-Seela, a true 
friend of the whites, and many other of the Indians, 
gathered about the two trappers, and vainly endeav- 
ored to turn them from their purpose ; but Rouleau 
and Saraphin only laughed at the danger. On the 
morning preceding that on which they were to leave 
the camp, we could all see faint white columns of 
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smoke rising against the dark base of the Medicine 
Bow. Scouts were sent out immediately, and reported 
that these proceeded from an Arapahoe camp, aban- 
doned only a few hours before. Still the two trappers 
continued their preparations for departure. 

Saraphin was a tall, powerful fellow, with a sullen 
and sinister countenance. His rifle had very prob- 
ably drawn other blood than that of buffalo or Indians. 
Rouleau had a broad ruddy face, marked with as 
few traces of thought or care as a child's. His figure 
was square and strong, but the first joints of both his 
feet were frozen off, and his horse had lately thrown 
and trampled upon him, by which he had been 
seyerely injured in the chest. But nothing could 
subdue his gayeiy. He went all day rolling about 
the camp on his stumps of feet, talking, singing, and 
frolicking with the Indian women. Rouleau had an 
unlucky partiality for squaws. He always had one, 
whom he must needs bedizen with beads, ribbons, 
and all the finery of an Indian wardrobe ; and t&ough 
he was obliged to leave her behind him during his 
expeditions, this hazardous necessity did not at all 
trouble him, for his disposition was the reverse of 
jealous. If at any time he had not lavished the 
whole of the precarious profits of his vocation upon 
his dark &vorite, he devoted the rest to feasting his 
comrades. If liquor was not to be had — and this 
was usually the case — strong coffee would be sub- 
stituted. As the men of that region are by no means 
remarkable for providence or self-restraint, whatever 
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was set before them on these occasions, however 
extravagant in price or enoimons in quantity, was 
sure to be disposed of at one sitting. Like other 
trappers, Rouleau's life was one of contrast and 
variety. It was only at certain seasons, and for a 
limited time, that he was absent on his expeditions. 
For the rest of the year he would lounge about the 
fort, or encamp with his friends in its vicinity, hunt- 
ing, or enjoying all the luxury of inaction; but when 
once in pursuit of the beaver, he was involved in 
extreme privations and perils. Hand and foot, eye 
and ear, must be always alert Frequently he must 
content himself with devouring his evening meal 
uncooked, lest the light of his fire should attract the 
eyes of some wandering Indian ; and sometimes hav- 
ing made his rude repast, he must leave his fire still 
blazing, and withdraw to a distance under cover of 
the darkness, that his disappointed enemy, drawn 
thither by the light, may find his victim gone, and 
be unable to trace his footsteps in the gloom. This 
is the life led by scores of men among the Rocky 
Mountains. I once met a trapper whose breast was 
marked with the scars of six bullets and arrows, one 
of his arms broken by a shot and one of his knees 
shattered ; yet still, with the mettle of New England, 
whence he had come, he continued to follow his 
perilous calling. 

On the last day of our stay in this camp, the 
trappers were ready for departure. When in the 
Black Hills they had caught seven beavers, and they 
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now left their skins in charge of Reynal, to be kept 
until their return. Their strong, gaunt horses were 
equipped with rusty Spanish bits, and rude Mexican 
saddles, to which wooden stirrups were attached, 
while a buffalo-robe was rolled up behind, and a 
bundle of beaver-tiaps slung at the ponunel. These, 
together with their rifles, knives, powder-horns, and 
bullet-pouches, flint and steel and a tin cup, composed 
their whole tiavelling equipment. They shook hands 
with us, and rode away; Saraphin, with his grim 
countenance, was in advance ; but Rouleau, clamber- 
ing gayly into his seat, kicked his horse's sides, 
flourished his whip, and trotted briskly over the 
prairie, trolling forth a Canadian song at the top of 
his voice. Reynal looked after them with his face of 
brutal selfishness. 

''Well," he said, ''if they are killed, I shall have 
the beaver. They'll fetch me fifty dollais at the 
fort, anyhow." 

This was the last I saw of them. 

We had been five days in the hunting-camp, and 
the meat, which all this time had hung drying in the 
sun, was now fit for transportation. Buffalo-hides 
also had been procured in sufficient quantities for 
making tiie next season's lodges; but it remained to 
provide the long poles on which they were to be sup- 
ported. These were only to be had among the tall 
spruce woods of the Black Hills, and in that direc- 
tion therefore our next move was to be made. Amid 
the general abundance which during this time had 
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prevailed in the camp, theie weie no instances of 
individual privation ; for although the hide and the 
tongue of the buffalo belong by exclusive right to the 
hunter who has killed it, yet any one else is equally 
entitled to help himself from the rest of the carcass. 
Thus the weak, the aged, and even the indolent 
come in for a share of the spoils, and many a helpless 
old woman, who would otherwise perish from starva- 
tion, is sustained in abundance. 

On the twenty-fifth of July, late in the afternoon, 
the camp broke up, with the usual tumult and con- 
fusion, and we all moved once more, on horseback 
and on foot, over the plains. We advanced, however, 
but a few miles. The old men, who during the 
whole march had been stoutly striding along on foot 
in front of the people, now seated themselves in a 
circle on the ground, while the families, erecting 
their lodges in the prescribed order around them, 
formed the usual great circle of the camp; mean- 
while these village patriarchs sat smoking and talk- 
ing. I threw my bridle to Raymond, and sat down 
as usual along with them. There was none of that 
reserve and apparent dignity which an Indian always 
assumes when in council, or in the presence of white 
men whom he distrusts. The party, on the contrary, 
was an extremely merry one, and as in a social circle 
of a quite different character, ^^ if there was not much 
wit, there was at least a great deal of laughter." 

When the first pipe was smoked out, I rose and 
withdrew to the lodge of my host. Here I was stoop- 
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ing, in the act of taking off my powder-horn and 
bnllet-pouch, when suddenly, and close at hand, peal- 
ing loud and shrill, and in right good earnest, came 
the terrific yell of the war-whoop. Eongra-Tonga's 
squaw snatched up her youngest child, and ran out 
of the lodge. I followed, and found the whole vil- 
lage in confusion, resounding with cries and yells. 
The circle of old men in the centre had vanished. 
The warriois, with glittering eyes, came darting, 
weapons in hand, out of the low openings of the 
lodges, and running with wild yells towards the 
&rther end of the village. Advancing a few rods in 
that direction, I saw a crowd in furious agitation. 
Just then I distinguished the voices of Raymond and 
Reynal, shouting to me from a distance, and, looking 
back, I saw the latter with his rifle in his hand, 
standing on the farther bank of a littie stream that 
ran along the outskirts of the camp. He was calling 
to Raymond and me to come over and join him, and 
Raymond, with his usual deliberate gait and stolid 
countenance, was already moving in that direction. 
This was clearly the wisest course, unless we 
wished to involve ourselves in the fray; so I turned 
to go, but just then a pair of eyes, gleaming like a 
snake's, and an aged familiar countenance was thrust 
from the opening of a neighboring lodge, and out 
bolted old Mene-Seela, full of fights clutching his 
bow and arrows in one hand and his knife in the 
other. At that instant he tripped and fell sprawl- 
ing on his face, while his weapons flew scattering in 
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every diiectioii. The women with loud screams were 
hunying with their children in their arms to place 
them out of danger, and I observed some hastening 
to prevent mischief, by carrying away all the weapons 
they could lay hands on. On a rising ground close 
to the camp stood a line of old women singing a 
medicincHSong to allay the tumult. As I approached 
the side of the brook, I heard gun-shots behind me, 
and, turning back, saw that the crowd had separated 
into two long lines of naked warriors confronting 
each other at a respectful distance, and yelling and 
jumping about to dodge the shot of their adversaries, 
while they discharged bullets and arrows against 
each other. At the same time certain sharp, hum- 
ming sounds in the air over my head, like the flight 
of beetles on a summer evening, warned me that the 
danger was not wholly confined to the immediate 
scene of the fray. So wading through the brook, I 
joined Reynal and Raymond, and we sat down on the 
grass, in the posture of an armed neutrality, to watch 
the result. 

Happily it may be for ourselves, though contrary 
to our expectation, the disturbance waa quelled 
almost as soon as it began. When I looked again, 
the combatants were once more mingled together in a 
mass. Though yells sounded occasionally from the 
throng, the firing had entirely ceased, and I observed 
five or six persons moving busily about, as if acting 
the part of peace-makers. One of the village heralds 
or oriexB proclaimed in a loud voice something which 
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my two companions were too much engrossed in their 
own observations to translate for me. The crowd 
began to disperse, though many a deep-set black eye 
still glittered with an unnatural lustre, as the war- 
riors slowly withdrew to their lodges. This fortunate 
suppression of the disturbance was owing to a few of 
the old men, less pugnacious than Mene-Seela, who 
boldly ran in between the combatants, and aided by 
some of the ^^ soldiers,'' or Indian police, succeeded 
in effecting their object. 

It seemed veiy strange to me that although many 
arrows and bullets were discharged, no one was 
mortally hurt, and I could only account for this by 
the fact that both the marksman and the object of his 
aim were leaping about incessantly. By far the 
greater part of the villagers had joined in the fray, 
for although there were not more than a dozen guns 
in the whole camp, I heard at least eight or ten shots 
fired. 

In a quarter of an hour all was comparatively quiet. 
A group of warriors was again seated in the middle 
of the village, but this time I did not venture to 
join them, because I could see that the pipe, contrary 
to the usual order, was passing from the left hand to 
the right around the circle ; a sure sign that a ^* medi- 
cine-smoke " of reconciliation was going forward, and 
that a white man would be an intruder. When I 
again entered the still agitated camp it was nearly 
dark, and mournful cries, howls, and wailings re- 
sounded from many female voices. Whether these 
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had anj coiiiiection witb tiie late distoiiiBiice, or 
weie merely lamentatioiis for relatives slain in 
some former war expeditions, I could not distinctly 
ascertain. 

To inqnire too closely into ilie canse of the qnanel 
was by no means pmdenti and it was not until some 
time after that I discoYOied what had given rise to it. 
Among the Dahcotah there are many associations or 
fraternities, superstitions, warlike, or social. Among 
them was one called ^The Arrow-Breakers," now in 
great measure disbanded and dispersed. In the vil- 
lage there were, however, four men belonging to it, 
distinguished by the peculiar airangement of their 
hair, which rose in a high bristling mass above their 
foreheads, adding greatly to their apparent height, 
and giviog them a most ferocious appearance. The 
principal among them was the Mad Wolf, a warrior 
of remarkable size and strength, great courage, and 
the fierceness of a demon. I had always looked upon 
him as the most dangerous man in the village; and 
though he often invited me to feasts, I never entered 
his lodge unarmed. The Mad Wolf had taken a fancy 
to a fine horse belonging to another Indian, called the 
Tall Bear; and anxious to get the animal into his 
possession, he made the owner a present of another 
horse nearly equal in value. According to the cus- 
toms of the Dahcotah, the acceptance of this gift 
involved a sort of obligation to make a return; and 
the Tall Bear well understood that the other had his 
favorite buffalo-horse in view. He, however, accepted 
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the present without a word of thanks, and, haying 
picketed the hoise before his lodge, suffered day after 
day to pass without making the expected return. 
The Mad Wolf grew impatient; and at last, seeing 
that his bounty was not likely to produce the desired 
result, he resolved to reclaim it. So this evening, as 
soon as the village was encamped, he went to the 
lodge of the Tall Bear, seized upon the horse he had 
given him, and led him away. At this the Tall Bear 
broke into one of those fits of sullen rage not uncom- 
mon among Indians, ran up to the unfortunate horse, 
and gave him three mortal stabs with his knife. 
Quick as lightning, the Mad Wolf drew his bow to 
its utmost tension, and held the arrow quivering close 
to the breast of his adversary. The Tall Bear, as 
the Indians who were near him said, stood with his 
bloody knife in his hand, facing the assailant with 
the utmost calmness. Some of his friends and rela- 
tives, seeing his danger, ran hastily to his assistance. 
The remaining three Arrow-Breakers, on the other 
hand, came to the aid of their associate. Their 
friends joined them, the war-ciy was raised, and the 
tumult became general. 

The ^* soldiers," who lent their timely aid in put- 
ting it down, are the most important executive func- 
tionaries in an Indian village. The office is one of 
considerable honor, being confided only to men of 
courage and repute. They derive their authority 
from the old men and chief warriors of the village, 
who elect them in councils occasionally convened for 
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tilie paxpoee, and thus can exercise a degree of author- 
ity which no one else in the viUf^ wonld dara to 
assume. While very few Ogillallah chieb could 
Tentnie witiioat risk of their lives to strike or lajr 
hands upon the meanest of their people, ihe " soldiers, " 
in the discharge of their appropriate fonotions, have 
fall license to make ns6 of Uiese and wiin't ft f acts of 



► 



CHAPTER XVn. 

THE BLACK HILLS. 

We travelled eastward for two days, and then the 
gloomy ridges of the Black Hills rose up before us. 
The village passed along for some miles beneath their 
declivities, trailing out to a great length over the 
arid prairie, or winding among small detached hills 
of distorted shapes. Turning sharply to the left, we 
entered a wide defile of the mountains, down the 
bottom of which a brook came winding, lined with 
tall grass and dense copses, amid which were hidden 
many beaver dams and lodges. We passed along 
between two lines of high precipices and rocks piled 
in disorder one upon another, with scarcely a tree, a 
bush, or a clump of grass. The restless Indian boys 
wandered along their edges and clambered up and 
down their rugged sides, and sometimes a group of 
them would stand on the verge of a cliff and look 
down on the procession as it passed beneath. As we 
advanced, the passage grew more narrow; then it 
suddenly expanded into a round grassy meadow, 
completely encompassed by mountains ; and here the 
families stopped as they came up in turn, and the 
camp rose like magic. 
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The lodges were hardly pitched when, with their 
usual precipitation, the Indians set about accompUsh- 
ing the object that had brought them there ; that is, 
obtaining poles for their new lodges. Half the popu- 
lation, men, women, and boys, mounted their horses 
and set out for the depths of the mountains. It was 
a strange cavalcade, as they rode at full gallop over 
the shingly rocks and into the dark opening of the 
defile beyond. We passed between precipices, sharp 
and splintering at the tops, their sides beetling over 
the defile or descending in abrupt declivities, brist- 
ling with fir-trees. On our left they rose close to us 
like a wall, but on the right a winding brook with a 
narrow strip of marshy soil intervened. The stream 
was clogged with old beaver-dams, and spread fre- 
quently into wide pools. There were thick bushes 
and many dead and blasted trees along its course, 
though frequently nothing remained but stumps cut 
close to the ground by the beaver, and marked with 
the sharp chisel-like teeth of those indefatigable 
laborers. Sometimes we dived among trees, and then 
emerged upon open spots, over which, Indian-like, 
all galloped at full speed. As Pauline bounded over 
the rooks I felt her saddle-girth sUpping, and aUghted 
to draw it tighter ; when the whole cavalcade swept 
past me in a moment, the women with their sraudy 
Z^^ ttJdi^ « axe, rode, fto -en whoo^tag! 
laughing, and lashing forward their horses. Two 
black-tailed deer bounded away among the rocks; 
Raymond shot at them from horseback; the sharp 



THE BLACK HILLS. 77 

report of his lifle was answered by anodier equally 
sharp from the opposing cliffs, and then the echoes, 
leaping in rapid succession from side to side, died 
away rattling far amid the mountains. 

After having ridden in this manner six or eight 
miles, the scene changed, and all the declivities were 
covered with forests of tall, slender spruce-trees. 
The Indians began to fall off to the right and left, 
dispersing with their hatchets and knives to cut the 
poles which they had come to seek. I was soon left 
almost alone; but in the stillness of those lonely 
mountains, the stroke of hatchets and the sound of 
voices might be heard from far and near. 

Reynal, who imitated the Indians in their habits 
as well as the worst features of their character, had 
killed buffalo enough to make a lodge for himself and 
his squaw, and now he was eager to get the poles 
necessaiy to complete it. He asked me to let Ray- 
mond go with him, and assist in the work. I assented, 
and the two men immediately entered the thickest 
part of the wood. Having left my horse in Raymond's 
keeping, I began to climb the mountain. I was weak 
and weary, and made slow progress, often pausing to 
rest, but after an hour, I gained a height whence the 
little valley out of which I had climbed seemed like 
a deep, dark gulf, though the inaccessible peak of 
the mountain was still towering to a much greater 
distance above. Objects familiar from childhood 
surrounded me ; crags and rocks, a black and sullen 
brook that gurgled with a hollow voice deep among 
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ti» cteiio e a , a wood of many diatoited trees and 
prastnte trnnla flnng down lij i^ and stonna, scat- 
tend ^^nmn^ tbe lodcB^ QT damming the foaming 
watas of the brook. 

Wild m they were, theae moontains were thickly 

pec^jed. ika I climbed faiiher, I found the biroad 

dnstr paths made by the elk, as they filed across the 

Boontain-^ide. The grass on all the tenaces was 

tEampled down by deer; there were numerous tracks 

of wi)Ii«» and in some of the lou^ier and more pre- 

cipitMB parts of the aseoit, I found footprints dif- 

l^«nt frv'u any that I had OTer seen, and which I 

toc^ to be those of the Rocky Mountain sheep. I 

aal down upon a reck; there was a perfect stillness. 

Ko wind WW stiiring, and not OTsn an insect could 

be heaid. I remembered the danger of becoming 

lost in such a place, and fixed my eye upon one of 

the tallest pinnacles of the opposite mountain. It 

rese sheer upright from the woods below, and, by an 

extrecadinaiy freak of nature, sustained aloft on its 

Twy summit a large loose rock. Such a landmark 

could neTer be mistaken, and, feeling once more 

secure, I began again to move forward. A white 

wolf jumped up from among some bushes, and leaped 

cluinsily away; but he stopped for a moment, and 

tamed back bis keen eye and grim bristling muzzle. 

I longed to take his scalp and carry it back with me, 

as a trophy of the Black Hills, but before I could 

fire, he was gone among the rocks. Soon after I 

heard a rustling sound, with a cracking of twigs at 
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a little distance, and saw moving above the tall 
bushes the branching antleis of an elk. I was in the 
midst of a hunter's paradise. 

Such are the Black Hills, as I found them in July; 
but they wear a different garb when winter sets in, 
when the broad boughs of the fir-trees are bent to the 
ground by the load of snow, and the dark mountains 
are white with it. At that season the trappers, 
returned from their autumn expeditions, often build 
their cabins in the midst of these solitudes, and live 
in abundance and luxury on the game that harbors 
there. I have heard them tell, how with their tawny 
mistresses, and perhaps a few young Indian com- 
panions, they had spent months in total seclusion. 
They would dig pitfalls, and set traps for the white 
wolves, sables, and martens, and though through the 
whole night the awful chorus of the wolves would 
resound from the frozen mountains around them, yet 
within their massive walls of logs they would lie in 
careless ease before the blazing fire, and in the morn- 
ing shoot the elk and deer from their very door. 
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A MOUNTAIN HUNT. 

The oamp was fall of the newly-cut lodge-poles : 
some, already prepared, were stacked together, white 
and glistening, to dry and harden in the sun ; others 
were lying on Uie ground, and the squaws, the boys, 
and even some of the warriors, were busily at work 
peeling off the bark and paring them with their 
knives to the proper dimensions. Most of tiie hides 
obtained at the last camp were dressed and scraped 
thin enough for use, and many of tiie squaws were 
engaged in fitting them together and sewing them 
with sinews, to form the ' coverings for tiie lodges. 
Men were wandering among the bushes that lined 
the brook along the margin of the camp, cutting 
sticks of red willow, or shongsasha^ the bark of 
which, mixed with tobacco, they use for smoking. 
Reynal's squaw was hard at work with her awl and 
buffalo sinews upon her lodge, while her proprietor, 
having just finished an enormous breakfast of meat, 
was smoking a social pipe with Raymond and myself. 
He proposed at length that we should go out on a 
hunt. "Go to the Big Crow's lodge," said he, "and 
get your rifle. I *11 bet the gray Wyandot pony 
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agaiDBt your mare that we start an elk or a black- 
tailed deer, or likely as not, a faig-hom before we are 
two miles out of camp. I 'U take my squaw's old 
yellow horse; you can't whip her more than four 
miles an hour, but she is as good for the mountains 
as a mule." 

I mounted the black mule which Raymond usually 
rode. She was a powerful animal, gentle and man- 
ageable enough by nature ; but of late her temper had 
been soured by misfortune. About a week before, I 
had chanced to offend some one of the Indians, who 
out of revenge went secretly into the meadow and 
gave her a severe stab in the haunch with his knife. 
The wound, though partially healed, still galled her 
extremely, and made her even more perverse and 
obstinate than the rest of her species. 

The morning was a glorious one, and I was in 
better health than I had been at any time for the last 
two months. We left the little valley and ascended 
a rocky hollow in the mountain. Very soon we were 
out of sight of the camp, and of eveiy living thing, 
man, beast, bird, or insect. I had never before, 
except on foot, passed over such execrable ground, 
and I desire never to repeat the experiment. The 
black mule grew indignant, and even the redoubtable 
yellow horse stumbled every moment, and kept groan- 
ing to himself as he cut his feet and legs among the 
sharp rocks. 

It was a scene of silence and desolation. Little 

was visible except beetling crags and the bare shingly 
yoL.n.— 
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sides of the monntams, relieved by scarcely a trace of 
vegetation. At length, however, we came upon a forest 
tract, and had no sooner done so than we heartQy 
wished ourselves back among the rocks again; for 
we were on a steep descent, among trees so thick that 
we could see scarcely a rod in any direction. 

If one is anxious to place himself in a situation 
where the hazardous and the ludicrous are combined 
in about equal proportions, let him get upon a vicious 
mule, with a snaffle bit, and tiy to drive her through 
the woods down a slope of forty-five degrees. Let 
him have a long rifle, a buckskin frock with long 
fringes, and a head of long hair. These latter ap- 
pendages wiU be caught every moment tuad twitched 
away in small portions by the twigs, which will also 
whip him smartly across the face, while the large 
branches above thump him on the head. His mule, i£ 
she be a true one, will alternately stop short and dive 
violently forward, and his positions upon her back 
will be somewhat diversified. At one time he will 
clasp her affectionately, to avoid the blow of a bough 
overhead ; at another, he will throw himself back and 
fling his knee forward against her neck, to keep it 
from being crushed between the rough bark of a tree 
and the ribs of the animal. Reynal was cursing in- 
cessantly during the whole way down. Neither of us 
had the remotest idea where we were going; and 
though I have seen rough riding, I shall always retain 
an evil recollection of that five minutes* scramble. 

At last we left our troubles behind us, emerging 



A MOUNTAIN HUNT. 88 

into the channel of a brook that circled along the 
foot of the descent; and here, turning joyfully to 
the left, we rode at ease over the white pebbles and 
the rippling water, shaded from the glaring sun by 
an overarching green transparency. These halcyon 
moments were of short duration. The friendly brook, 
turning sharply to one side, went brawling and foam- 
ing down the rocky hill into an abyss, which, as far 
as we could see, had no bottom; so once more we 
betook ourselves to the detested woods. When next 
we came out from their shadow and sunlight, we 
found ourselves standing in the broad glare of day, 
on a high, jutting point of the mountain. Before us 
stretched a long, wide, desert valley, winding away 
far amid the mountains. Reynal gazed intently; he 
began to speak at last: — 

^Many a time, when I was with the Indians, I 
have been hunting for gold all through the Black 
Hills. There 's plenty of it here ; you may be certain 
of that. I have dreamed about it fifty times, and I 
never dreamed yet but what it came out true. Look 
over yonder at those black rocks piled up against 
that other big rock. Don't it look as if there might 
be something there? It won't do for a white man 
to be rummaging too much about these mountains; 
the Indians say they are full of bad spirits; and I 
believe myself that it 's no good luck to be hunting 
about here after gold. Well, for all that, I would 
like to have one of those fellows up here, from down 
below, to go about with his witch-hazel rod, and I '11 
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gnaiantee libat it would not be long before he would 
light on a gold mine. Never mind; we'll let the 
gold alone for to-day. Look at those trees down 
below us in the hollow; we '11 go down there, and I 
reckon we 'U get a Uack-tailed deer." 

But Reynal's predictions were not verified. We 
passed mountain after mountain, and vaUey after 
valley; we explored deep ravines; yet still, to my 
companion's vexation and evident surprise, no game 
could be found. So, in the absence of better, we 
resolved to go out on the plains and look for an ante- 
lope. With this view we began to pass down a 
narrow valley, the bottom of which was covered with 
the stiff wildHsage bushes, and marked with deep 
paths, made by the buffalo, who, for some inexplicable 
reason, are accustomed to penetrate, in their long, 
grave processions, deep among the gorges of these 
sterile mountains. 

Reynal's eye ranged incessantly among the rocks 
and along the edges of the precipices, in hopes of 
discovering the mountainnsheep peering down upon 
us from that giddy elevation. Nothing was visible 
for some time. At length we both detected some- 
thing in motion near the foot of one of the mountains, 
and a moment afterwards a black-tailed deer stood 
gazing at us from the top of a rock, and then, slowly 
turning away, disappeared behind it. In an instant 
Reynal was out of his saddle, and running towards 
the spot. I, being too weak to follow, sat holding 
his horse and waiting the result. I lost sight of him ; 
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then heard the report of his rifle deadened among 
the rocks, and finally saw him reappear, with a surly 
look, that plainly betrayed his ill success. Again we 
moved forward down the long valley, when soon after 
we came full upon what seemed a wide and very 
shallow ditch, incmsted at the bottom with white 
clay, dried and cracked in the sun. Under this fair 
outside Reynal's eye detected the signs of lurking 
mischief. He called to me to stop, and then alight- 
ing, picked up a stone and threw it into the ditch. 
To my amazement it fell with a dull splash, breaking 
at once through the thin crust, and spattering round 
the hole a yellowish creamy fluid, into which it sank 
and disappeared. A stick, five or six feet long, lay 
on the ground, and with this we sounded the insidious 
abyss close to its edge. It was just possible to touch 
the bottom. Places like this are numerous among 
the Rocky Mountains. The buiSalo, in his blind and 
heedless walk, often plunges into them unawares. 
Down he sinks; one snort of terror, one convulsive 
struggle, and the slime calmly flows above his shaggy 
head, the languid undulations of its sleek and placid 
surface alone betraying how the powerful monster 
writhes in his death-throes below. 

We found after some trouble a point where we 
could pass the abyss, and now the valley began to 
open upon plains which spread to the horizon before 
us. On one of their distant swells we discerned 
three or four black specks, which Reynal pronounced 
to be buiSalo. 
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** Come,'* said he, ^ we must get one of them. My 
squaw wants more sinews to finish her lodge with, 
and I want some glue myself." 

He immediately put the yellow horse to such a 
gallop as he was capable of executing, while I set 
spuis to the mule, who soon far outran her plebeian 
rival. When we had galloped a mile or more, a large 
rabbit, by ill-luck, sprang up just under the feet of 
the mule, who bounded violently aside in full career. 
Weakened as I was, I was flung forcibly to the 
ground, and my rifle, falling close to my head, went 
off with the shock. Its sharp, spiteful report rang 
for some moments in my ear. Being slightly stunned, 
I lay for an instant motionless, and Reynal, supposing 
me to be shot, rode up and began to curse the mule. 
Soon recovering myself, I arose, picked up the rifle, 
and anxiously examined it. It was badly injured. 
The stock was cracked, and the main screw broken, 
so that the lock had to be tied in its place with a 
string ; yet happily it was not rendered totally unser- 
viceable. I wiped it out, reloaded it, and handing it 
to Reynal, who meanwhile had caught the mule and 
led her up to me, I mounted again. No sooner had 
I done so, than the brute began to rear and plunge 
with extreme violence; but being now well prepared 
for her, and free from encumbrance, I soon reduced 
her to submission. Then taking the rifle again from 
Reynal, we galloped forward as before. 

We were now free of the mountains and riding 
far out on the broad prairie. The buffalo were still 
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some two miles in advance of us. When we came 
near them, we stopped where a gentle swell of the 
plain concealed ns, and while I held his hoise, Reynal 
ran forward with his rifle, till I lost sight of him 
beyond the rising ground. A few minutes elapsed: 
I heard the report of his piece, and saw the buffalo 
running away, at full speed on the right; immediately 
after, the hunter himself, unsuccessful as before, 
came up and mounted his horse in excessive ill- 
humor. He cursed the Black Hills and the buffalo, 
swore that he was a good hunter, which indeed was 
true, and that he had never been out before among 
those mountains without killing two or three deer at 
least. 

We now turned towards the distant encampment. 
As we rode along, antelope in considerable numbers 
were flying lightly in all directions over the plain, 
but not one of them would stand and be shot at. 
When wo reached the foot of the mountain-ridge that 
lay between us and the village, we were too impa- 
tient to take the smooth and circuitous route; so 
turning short to the left, we drove our wearied 
animals upward among the rocks. Still more ante- 
lope were leaping about among these flinty hillsides. 
Each of us shot at one, though from a great distance, 
and each missed his mark. At length we reached 
the summit of the last ridge. Looking down we saw 
the bustling camp in the valley at our feet, and 
ingloriously descended to it. As we rode among the 
lodges, the Indians looked in vain for the fresh meat 
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that should have hung behind our saddles, and the 
squaws uttered various suppressed ejaculations, to 
the great indignation of Reynal. Our mortification 
was increased when we rode up to his lodge. Here 
we saw his young Indian relatiye, the Hail-Storm, 
his light graceful figure reclining on the ground in 
an easy attitude, while with his friend The Rabbit, 
who sat by his side, he was making an abundant 
meal from a wooden bowl of wasiia^ which the squaw 
had placed between them. Near him lay the fresh 
skin of a female elk, which he had just killed among 
the mountains, only a mile or two from the camp. 
No doubt the boy's heart was elated with triumph, 
but he betrayed no sign of it. He even seemed 
totally unconscious of our approach, and his hand- 
some face had all the tranquillity of Indian self- 
oontrol, — a self-control which prevents the exhibition 
of emotion without restraining the emotion itself. It 
was about two months since I had known the Hail- 
Storm, and within that time his character had remark- 
ably developed. When I first saw him, he was just 
emerging from the habits and feelings of the boy 
into the ambition of the hunter and warrior. He had 
lately killed his first deer, and this had excited his 
aspirations for distinction. Since that time he had 
been continually in search of game, and no young 
hunter in the village had been so active or so fortu- 
nate as he. All this success had produced a marked 
change in his character. As I first remembered him, 
be always shunned the society of the young squaws, 
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and was extaiemely bashful and sheepish in their 
presence ; bnt now, in the confidence of his new repu- 
tation, he began to assume the aiis and arts of a man 
of gallantry. He wore his red blanket dashingly over 
his left shoulder, painted his cheeks eveiy day with 
vermilion, and hung pendants of shells in his ears. 
If I observed aright, he met with very good success 
in his new pursuits ; still the Hail-Storm had much 
to accomplish before he attained the full standing of 
a warrior. Gallantly as he began to bear himself 
among the women and girls, he was still timid and 
abashed in the presence of the chie& and old men ; 
for he had never yet killed a man, or stricken the 
dead body of an enemy in battle. I have no doubt 
that the handsome, smooth-faced boy burned with 
desire to flesh his maiden scalping-knif e, and I would 
not have encamped alone with him without watching 
his movements with a suspicious eye. 

His elder brother, The Horse, was of a different 
character. He was nothing but a lazy dandy. He 
knew very well how to hunt, but preferred to Uve by 
the hunting of others. He had no appetite for dis- 
tinction, and the Hail-Storm already surpassed him 
in reputation. He had a dark and ugly face, and 
passed a great part of his time in adorning it with 
vermilion, and contemplating it by means of a little 
pocket looking-glass which I had given him. As for 
the rest of the day, he divided it between eating, 
sleeping, and sitting in the sun on the outside of a 
lodge. Here he would remain for hour after hour, 
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arrayed in all his fineiy, with an old dragoon's sword 
in his hand, evidently flattering himself that he was 
the centre of attraction to the eyes of the snironnding 
squaws. Yet he sat looking straight forward with a 
face of the utmost gravity, as if wrapped in profound 
meditation, and it was only by the occasional side- 
long glances which he shot at his supposed admirers 
that one could detect the true course of his thoughts. 

Both he and his brother may represent classes in 
the Indian community: neither should the Hail- 
Storm's friend. The Rabbit, be passed by without 
notice. The Hail-Storm and he were inseparable: 
they ate, slept, and hunted together, and shared 
with one another almost all that they possessed. If 
there be anything that deserves to be called romantic 
in the Indian character, it is to be sought for in 
friendships such as this, which are common among 
many of the prairie tribes. 

Slowly, hour after hour, that weary afternoon 
dragged away. I lay in Reynal's lodge, overcome 
by the listless torpor that pervaded the encampment. 
The day's work was finished, or if it were not, the 
inhabitants had resolved not to finish it at all, and 
were dozing quietly within the shelter of the lodges. 
A profound lethargy, the very spirit of indolence, 
seemed to have sunk upon the village. Now and 
then I could hear the low laughter of some girl from 
within a neighboring lodge, or the small shrill voices 
of a few restless children, who alone were moving in 
the deserted area. The spirit of the place infected 
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me; I could not think consecutively; I was fit only 
for musing and leveiy, when at last, like the rest, I 
fell asleep. 

When evening came, and the fires were lighted 
round the lodges, a select family circle convened in 
the neighborhood of Reynal's domicile. It was com- 
posed entirely of his squaw's relatives, a mean and 
ignoble clan, among whom none but the Hail-Storm 
held forth any promise of future distinction. Even 
his prospects were rendered not a littie dubious by 
the character of the family, less, however, from any 
principle of aristocratic distinction than from the 
want of powerful supporters to assist him in his 
undertakings, and help to avenge his quarrels. 
Raymond and I sat down along with them. There 
were eight or ten men gathered around the fire, 
together with about as many women, old and young, 
some of whom were tolerably good-looking. As the 
pipe passed round among the men, a lively conversa- 
tion went forward, more meny than delicate, and at 
length two or three of the elder women (for the girls 
were somewhat diffident and bashful) began to assail 
Raymond with various pungent witticisms. Some of 
the men took part, and an old squaw concluded by 
bestowing on him a ludicrous and indecent nickname, 
at which a general laugh followed at his expense. 
Raymond grinned and giggled, and made several 
futile attempts at repartee. Knowing the impolicy 
and even danger of suffering myself to be placed in 
a ludicrous light among the Indians, I maintained 
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a rigid, inflexible countenance, and wholly escaped 
their sallies. 

In the morning I found, to my great di^ost, that 
the camp was to retain its position for another day. 
I dreaded its languor and monotony, and, to escape 
it, set out to explore the sorrounding mountains. I 
was accompanied by a faithful friend, my rifle, the 
only friend indeed on whose prompt assistance in 
time of trouble I could wholly rely. Most of the 
Indians in the Tillage, it is true, professed good-will 
towards the whites, hat the experience of others and 
my own obserrBtion had taught me the extreme folly 
of confidence, and Qie utter impoflaibility of foreseeing 
to what snddeo acts the strange, nnbridled impulses 
of an Indian may urge him. When among this 
people danger is never so near as when you are 
unprepared for it, never so remote as when you are 
armed and on the alert to meet it at any moment. 
Nothing offers bo strong a temptation to their fero- 
cious instincts as the appearance of timidity, weak- 
ness, or security. 

Many deep and gloomy gorges, choked with trees 
and bushes, opened from the sides of the hills, which 
were sha^fy with forests wherever the rooks per- 
mitted vegetation to spring. A great number of 
Indians were stalking along the edges of the woods, 
and bc^ were whooping and laughing on the moun- 
tains, practising eye and hand, and indulgii^ their 
destmctive propensities by killing birds and small 
animals with their little bows and arrows. There 
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was one glen, stretching up between steep cliffs far 
into the bosom of the mountain. I began to ascend 
along its bottom, pushing my way onward among the 
rocks, trees, and bushes that obstructed it. A slender 
thread of water trickled through it, which since issu- 
ing from the heart of its native rock could scarcely 
have been warmed or gladdened by a ray of sunshine. 
After advancing for some time, I conceived myself 
to be entirely alone ; but coming to a part of the glen 
in a great measure free of trees and undergrowth, I 
saw at some distance the black head and red shoulders 
of an Indian among the bushes above. The reader 
need not prepare himself for a startling adventure, 
for I have none to relate. The head and shoulders 
belonged to Mene-Seela, my best friend in the vil- 
lage. As I had approached noiselessly with my 
moccasoned feet, the old man was quite unconscious 
of my presence ; and turning to a point where I could 
gain an unobstructed view of him, I saw him seated 
alone, immovable as a statue, among the rocks and 
trees. His face was turned upward, and his eyes 
seemed riveted on a pine-tree springing from a cleft 
in the precipice above. The crest of the pine was 
swaying to and fro in the wind, and its long limbe 
waved slowly up and down, as if the tree had life. 
Looking for a while at the old man, I was satisfied 
that he was engaged in an act of worship, or prayer, 
or communion of some kind with a supernatural 
being. I longed to penetrate his thoughts, but I 
could do nothing more than conjecture and speculate. 
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I knew that though the intelleot of an Indian can 
embrace the idea of an all-wise, all-powerful Spirit, 
the supreme Ruler of the uniyerse, yet his mind will 
not always ascend into communion with a being that 
seems to him so vast, remote, and incomprehensible; 
and when danger threatens, when his hopes are 
broken, and trouble overshadows him, he is prone to 
turn for relief to some inferior agency, less removed 
from the ordinary scope of his faculties. He has a 
guardian spirit, on whom he relies for succor and 
guidance. To him all nature is instinct with mystic 
influence. Among those mountains not a wild beast 
was prowling, a bird singing, or a leaf fluttering, that 
might not tend to direct his destiny, or give warning 
of what was in store for him; and he watches the 
world of nature around him as the astrologer watches 
the stars. So closely is he linked with it that his 
guardian spirit, no unsubstantial creation of the 
fancy, is usually embodied in the form of some living 
thing: a bear, a wolf, an eagle, or a serpent; and 
Mene-Seela, as he gazed intently on the old pine- 
tree, might believe it to enshrine the fancied guide 
and protector of his life. 

Whatever was passing in the mind of the old man, 
it was no part of good sense to disturb him. Silently 
retracing my footsteps, I descended the glen until I 
came to a point where I could climb the precipices 
that shut it in, and gain the side of the mountain. 
Looking up, I saw a tall peak rising among the 
woods. Something impelled me to climb; I had not 
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felt for many a day such strength and elasticity of 
limb. An hour and a half of slow and often inter- 
mitted labor brought me to the veiy summit; and 
emerging from the dark shadows of the rocks and 
pines, I stepped forth into the light, and walking 
along the sunny verge of a precipice, seated myself 
on its extreme point. Looking between the mountain- 
peaks to the westward, the pale blue prairie was 
stretching to the farthest horizon, like a serene and 
tranquil ocean. The surrounding mountains were in 
themselves sufficiently striking and impressive, but 
this contrast gave redoubled effect to their stem 
features. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

PASSAGE OF THE MOUNTAINS. 

When I took leave of Shaw at La Bont^'s camp, 
I promised to meet him at Fort Laramie on the first 
of August. The Indians, too, intended to pass the 
mountains and move towards the fort To do so at 
this point was impossible, because there was no pas- 
sage; and in order to find one, we were obliged to 
go twelve or fourteen miles southward. Late in the 
afternoon the camp got in motion. I rode in com- 
pany with three or four yoimg Indians at the rear, 
and the moving swarm stretched before me, in the 
ruddy light of sunset, or the deep shadow of the 
mountains, far beyond my sight. It was an ill- 
omened spot they chose to encamp upon. When 
they were there just a year before, a war-party of ten 
men, led by The Whirlwind's son, had gone out 
against the enemy, and not one had ever returned. 
This was the immediate cause of this season's war- 
like preparations. I was not a little astonished, 
when I came to the camp, at the confusion of hor- 
rible soimds with which it was filled: howls, shrieks, 
and wailings rose from all the women present, many 
of whom, not content with this exhibition of grief 
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for the loss of their friends and relatives, were gash- 
ing their legs^deeplj with knives. A warrior in the 
village, who had lost a brother in the expedition, 
chose another mode of displaying his sorrow. The 
Indians, who, though often rapacious, are devoid of 
avarice, will sometimes, when in mourning, or on 
other solemn occasions, give away the whole of their 
possessions, and reduce themselves to nakedness and 
want. The warrior in question led his two best 
horses into the middle of the village, and gave them 
away to his friends; upon which, songs and accla- 
mations in praise of his generosity mingled with the 
cries of the women. 

On the next morning we entered again among the 
mountains. There was nothing in their appearance 
either grand or picturesque, though tiiey were deso- 
late to the last degree, being mere piles of black and 
broken rocks, without trees or vegetation of any kind. 
As we passed among them along a wide valley, I 
noticed Raymond riding by the side of a young 
squaw, to whom he was addressing various compli- 
ments. All the old squaws in the neighborhood 
watched his proceedings in great admiration, and the 
girl herself would turn aside her head and laugh. 
Just then his mule thought proper to display her 
vicious pranks, and began to rear and plunge most 
furiously. Raymond was an excellent rider, and at 
first he stuck fast in his seat; but the moment after, 
I saw the mule's hind-legs flourishing in tiie air, and 

my unlucky follower pitching head foremost over her 
VOL. n.— 7 
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eais. There was a burst of screams and laughter 
from all the women, in which his mistress heiself 
took party and Raymond was assailed by such a 
shower of witticisms that he was glad to ride forward 
out of hearing. 

Not long after, as I rode near him, I heard him 
shouting to me. He was pointing towards a detached 
rocky hill that stood in the middle of the valley 
before us, and from behind it a long file of elk came 
out at full speed and entered an opening in the 
mountain. They had scarcely disappeared, when 
whoops and exclamations came from fifty voices 
around me. The young men leaped from their 
horses, flung down their heavy buffalo-robes, and ran 
at full speed towards the foot of the nearest moun- 
tain. Reynal also broke away at a gallop in the same 
direction. ^Come on I come on I" he called to us. 
^Do you see that band of big-horn up yonder? If 
there's one of them, there's a hundred!" 

In fact, near the summit of the mountain, I could 
see a large number of small white objects, moving 
rapidly upwards among the precipices, while others 
were filing along its rocky profile. Anxious to see 
the sport, I galloped forward, and entering a passage 
in the side of the mountain, ascended among the 
loose rocks as far as my horse could carry me. Here 
I fastened her to an old pin&-tree. At that moment 
Raymond called to me from the right that another 
band of sheep was close at hand in that direction. I 
ran up to the top of the opening, which gave me a 
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fall Tiew into the rocky gorge beyond; and here I 
plainly saw some fifty or sixty sheep, almost within 
rifle-shot, clattering upwards among the rooks, and 
endeavoring, after their usnal custom, to reach the 
highest point. The naked Indians bounded up lightly 
in pursuit. In a moment the game and hunters dis- 
appeared. Nothing could be seen or heard but the 
occasional report of a gun, more and more distant, 
reverberating among the rocks. 

I turned to descend, and as I did so, could see 
the valley below alive with Indians passing rapidly 
through it, on horseback and on foot A little &rther 
on, all were stopping as they came up; the camp was 
preparing and the lodges rising. I descended to this 
spot, and soon after Reynal and Raymond returned. 
They bore between them a sheep which they had 
pelted to death with stones from the edge of a ravine, 
along the bottom of which it was attempting to 
escape. One by one the hunters came dropping in ; 
yet such is the activity of the Rocky Mountain sheep 
that although sixty or seventy men were out in pur- 
suit, not more than half a dozen animals were killed. 
Of these only one was a full-grown male. He had a 
pair of horns, the dimensions of which were almost 
beyond belief. I have seen among the Indians ladles 
with long handles, capable of containing more than a 
quart, cut out from such horns. 

Through the whole of the next morning we were 
moving forward among the hills. On the following 
day the heights closed around us, and the passage of 
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the monntams began in earnest. Before the Tillage 
left its 'camping-ground, I set forward in company 
with the Eagl&-Feather, a man of powerful frame, 
but with a bad and sinister face. His son, a light- 
limbed boy, rode with us, and another Indian, named 
The Panther, was also of the party. Leaying the 
village out of sight behind us, we rode together up 
a rocky defile. After a while, however, the Eagle- 
Feather discovered in the distance some appearance 
of game, and set off with his son in pursuit of it, 
while I went forward with The Panther. This was 
a mere nom de guerre; for, like many Indians, he 
concealed his real name out of some superstitious 
notion. He was a noble-looking fellow. As he 
suffered his ornamented buffalo-robe to fall in folds 
about his loins, his stately and graceful figure was 
fully displayed; and while he sat his horse in an 
easy attitude, the long feathers of the prairie-cock 
fluttering from the crown of his head, he seemed the 
very model of a wild prairie-rider. He had not tiiie 
same features with those of other Indians. Unless 
his face greatly belied him, he was free from the 
jealousy, suspicion, and malignant cuiming of his 
people. For the most part, a civilized white man 
can discover very few points of sympathy between his 
own nature and that of an Indian. With every dis- 
position to do justice to their good qualities, he must 
be conscious that an impassable g^ulf lies between 
him and his red brethren. Nay, so alien to himself 
do they appear, that, after breathing tiiie air of tiiie 
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piairie for a few months or weeki;^ fi^ begins to look 
upon them as a troublesome and dangbrdiji^ species of 
wild beast. Yet, in the countenance of ^er*^ {^anther, 
I gladly read that there were at least som*^' points of 
sympathy between him and me. We were e^iseljlen.t 
friends, and as we rode forward together throtigh 
rocky passages, deep deUs, and little barren plains,^ 
he occupied himself very zealously in teaching me 
the Dahcotah language. After a while, we came to 
a grassy recess, where some gooseberry-bushes were 
growing at the foot of a rock : and these offered such 
temptation to my companion that he gave over his 
instructions, and stopped so long to gather tiiie fruit, 
that before we were in motion again the van of the 
village came in view. An old woman appeared, lead- 
ing down her pack-horse among the rocks above. 
Savage after savage followed, and the little dell was 
soon crowded with the throng. 

That morning's march was one not to be forgotten. 
It led us through a sublime waste, a wilderness of 
mountains and pine-forests, over which the spirit of 
loneliness and silence seemed brooding. Above and 
below, little could be seen but the same dark green 
foliage. It overspread the valleys, and enveloped 
the mountains, from the black rocks that crowned 
their summits to the streams that circled round their 
base. I rode to the top of a hill whence I could look 
down on the savage procession as it passed beneath 
my feet, and, far on the left, could see its thin and 
broken line, visible only at intervals, stretching away 
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for miles among., me moimtains. On the farthest 
ridge, horK^en were still descending like mere 
specks ifC*J^ distance. 

I >^mafaled on the hill until all had passed, and 
p^ dibscending followed after them. A Uttle farther 
. \'Ob*I* found a very small meadow, set deeply among 
./Bteep mountains; and here the whole village had 
encamped. The Uttle spot was crowded with the 
confused and disorderly host. Some of the lodges 
were already set up, or the squaws perhaps were 
busy in drawing the heavy coveiings of skin over the 
hare poles. Others were as yet mere skeletons, 
while others still, poles, covering, and all, lay scat- 
tered in disorder on the ground among buffalo-robes, 
bales of meat, domestic utensils, harness, and weapons. 
Squaws were screaming to one another, horses rear- 
ing and plunging, dogs yelping, eager to be dis- 
burdened of their loads, while the fluttering of feathers 
and the gleam of savage ornaments added liveliness 
to the scene. The small children ran about amid the 
crowd, while many of the boys were scrambling 
among the overhanging rocks, and standing with 
their little bows in their hands, looking down upon 
the restless throng. In contrast with the general 
confusion, a circle of old men and warriors sat in the 
midst, smoking in profound indifference and tranquil- 
lity. The disorder at length subsided. The horses 
were driven away to feed along the adjacent valley, 
and the camp assumed an air of listless repose. It 
was scarcely past noon ; a vast white canopy of smoke 
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from a burning forest to the eastward overhung the 
place, and partially obscured the rays of the sun ; yet 
the heat was almost insupportable. The lodges stood 
crowded together without order in the narrow space. 
Each was a hot-house, within which the lazy pro- 
prietor lay sleeping. The camp was silent as death. 
Nothing stirred except now and then an old woman 
passing from lodge to lodge. The girls and young 
men sat together in groups, under the pine-trees upon 
the surrounding heights. The dogs lay panting on 
the groimd, too languid even to growl at the white 
man. At the entrance of the meadow, there was a 
cold spring among the rocks, completely overshadowed 
by tall trees and dense undergrowth. In this cool 
and shady retreat a number of girk were assembled, 
sitting together on rocks and fallen logs, discussing 
the latest gossip of the village, or laughing and 
throwing water with their hands at the intruding 
Meneaska. The minutes seemed lengthened into 
hours. I lay for a long time under a tree studying 
tihe Ogillallah tongue, with the aid of my friend The 
Panther. When we were both tired of this, I lay 
down by the side of a deep, clear pool, formed by the 
water of the spring. A shoal of little fishes of about 
a pin's length were playing in it, sporting together, 
as it seemed, very amicably ; but on closer observa- 
tion, I saw that they were engaged in cannibal war- 
fare among themselves. Now and then one of the 
smallest would fall a victim, and immediately disap- 
pear down the maw of his conqueror. Every moment, 
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however, the tTiant of the pool, a goggle-eyed 
monster about three inches long, would slowly emerge 
with quivering fins and tail from under the shelving 
hank. The small fry at this would suspend their 
hostilities, and scatter in a panic at the appearance 
of overwhelming force. 

^Soft-hearted philanthropists," thought I, ^'may 
sigh long for their peaceful millennium; for, from 
minnows to men, life is incessant war." 

Evening approached at last; the crests of the 
mountains were still bright in sunshine, while our 
deep glen was completely shadowed. •! left the 
camp, and climbed a neighboring hill. The sun was 
still glaring through the stifE pines on the ridge of 
the western mountain. In a moment he was gone, 
and, as the landscape darkened, I turned again 
towards the village. As I descended, the howling of 
wolves and the barking of foxes came up out of the 
dim woods from far and near. The camp was glow- 
ing with a multitude of fires, and alive with dusky 
naked figures, whose tall shadows flitted, weird and 
ghost-like, among the surrounding crags. 

I found a circle of smokers seated in their usual 
place ; that is, on the ground before the lodge of a 
certain warrior, who seemed to be generally known 
for his social qualities. I sat down to smoke a part- 
ing pipe with my savage friends. That day was the 
first of August, on which I had promised to meet 
Shaw at Fort Laramie. The fort was less than two 
days' journey distant, and that my friend need not 
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suffer anxiety on my account, I resolved to push 
forward as rapidly as possible to the place of meeting. 
I went to look after the Hail-Storm, and haying found 
him, I offered him a handful of hawks '-bells and 
a paper of yermilion, on condition that he would 
guide me in the morning through the mountains. 

The Hail-Storm ejaculated, ^Hov>!^^ and accepted 
the gift. Nothing more was said on either side; 
the matter was settled, and I lay down to sleep in 
Kongra-Tonga's lodge. 

Long before daylight, Raymond shook me by the 
shoulder. 

^ Eveiything is ready, " he said. 

I went out. The morning was chill, damp, and 
dark; and the whole camp seemed asleep. The 
Hail-Storm sat on hoiseback before the lodge, and 
my mare Pauline and the mule which Raymond rode 
were picketed near it. We saddled and made our 
other arrangements for the journey, but before these 
were completed the camp began to stir, and the 
lodge-coverings fluttered and rustled as the squaws 
pulled them down in preparation for departure. Just 
as the light began to appear, we left the ground, 
passing up through a narrow opening among the 
rocks which led eastward out of the meadow. Gain- 
ing the top of this passage, I turned and sat looking 
back upon the camp, dimly visible in the gray light 
of morning. All was alive with the bustle of prepa- 
ration. I turned away, half unwilling to take a final 
leave of my savage associates. We passed among 
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rocks and pin&-tree6 so dark that for a while we 
could scarcely see our way. The countiy in front 
was wild and broken, half hill, half plain, partly 
open and partly covered with woods of pine and oak* 
Barrieis of lofty mountains encompassed it; the 
woods were fresh and cool in the early morning, the 
peaks of the moimtains were wreathed with mist, and 
sluggish vapors were entangled among the forests 
upon their sides. At length the black pinnacle of 
the tallest moimtain was tipped with gold by the lis* 
ing sun. The Hail-Storm, who rode in front, gave a 
low exclamation. Some laige animal leaped up from 
among the bushes, and an elk, as I thought, his horns 
thrown back over his neck, darted past us across 
the open space, and bounded like a mad thing away 
among the adjoining pines. Raymond was soon out 
of his saddle, but before he could fire, the animal 
was fuU two hundred yards distant. The ball struck 
its mark, though much too low for mortal effect. The 
elk, however, wheeled in his flight, and ran at full 
speed among the trees, nearly at right angles to his 
former course. I fired and broke his shoulder; still 
he moved on, Umping down into a neighboring woody 
hollow, whither the young Indian followed and killed 
him. When we reached the spot, we discovered him 
to be no elk, but a black-tailed deer, an animal nearly 
twice as large as the common deer, and quite un- 
known in the east The reports of the rifles had 
reached the ears of the Indians, and several of them 
came to the spot. Leaving the hide of the deer to 



PASSAGE OF THE MOUNTAINS. 107 

the Hail-Storm, we hung as much of the meat as 
we wanted behind our saddles, left the rest to the 
Indians, and resumed our journey. Meanwhile the 
Tillage was on its way, and had gone so far that to 
get in advance of it was impossible. We directed 
our course so as to strike its line of march at the 
nearest point. In a short time, through the dark 
trunks of the pines, we could see the figures of the 
Indians as they passed. Once more we were among 
them. They were moving with even more than their 
usual precipitation, crowded together in a narrow 
pass between rocks and old pine-trees. We were on 
the eastern descent of the mountain, and soon came 
to a rough and difficult defile, leading down a very 
steep declivity. The whole swarm poured down 
together, filling the rocky passage-way like some 
turbulent mountain-stream. The mountains before 
us were on- fire, and had been so for weeks. The 
view in front was obscured by a vast dim sea of 
smoke, while on either hand rose the tall cliffs, bear- 
ing aloft their crests of pines, and the sharp pinnacles 
and broken ridges of the mountains beyond were 
faintly traceable as through a veil. The scene in 
itself was grand and imposing, but with the savage 
multitude, the armed warriors, the naked children, 
the gayly apparelled girls, pouring impetuously down 
the heights, it would have formed a noble subject for 
a painter, and only the pen of a Scott could have 
done it justice in description. 
We passed over a burnt tract where the ground 
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was hot beneath the hoises' feet, and between the 
blazing sides of two mountains. Before long we had 
descended to a softer region, where we found a suc- 
cession of little valleyB watered by a stream, along 
the borders of which grew abimdance of wild goose- 
berries and currants, and the children and many of 
the men straggled from the line of march to gather 
them as we passed along. Descending still &trther, 
the view changed rapidly. The burning mountains 
were behind us, and through the open valleys in 
front we could see the prairie, stretching like an 
ocean beyond the sight. After passing through a 
line of trees that skirted the brook, the Indians filed 
out upon the plains. I was thirsty and knelt down 
by the little stream to drink. As I moimted again, 
I very carelessly left my rifle among the grass, and, 
my thoughts being otherwise absorbed, I rode for 
some distance before discovering its absence. I lost 
no time in turning about and galloping back in search 
of it. Passing the line of Indians, I watched every 
warrior as he rode by me at a canter, and at length 
discovered my rifle in the hands of one of them, who, 
on my approaching to claim it, immediately gave it 
up. Having no other means of acknowledging the 
obligation, I took off one of my spurs and gave it to 
him. He was greatly delighted, looking upon it as 
a distinguished mark of favor, and immediately held 
out his foot for me to buckle it on. As soon as I had 
done so, he struck it with all his force into the side 
of his horse, which gave a violent leap. The Indian 
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laughed and spurred harder than before. At this the 
horse shot away like an arrow, amid the screams and 
laughter of the squaws, and the ejaculations of the 
men, who exclaimed, ^^Washtay! — Good I" at the 
potent effect of my giSt. The Indian had no saddle, 
and nothing in place of a bridle except a leather 
string tied round the horse's jaw. The animal was 
of course wholly uncontrollable, and stretched away 
at full speed over the prairie, till he and his rider 
yamshed behind a distant swell. I never saw the 
man again, but I presume no harm came to him. An 
Indian on horseback has more lives than a cat. 

The village encamped on the scorching prairie, 
close to the foot of the mountains. The heat was 
most intense and penetrating. The coverings of the 
lodgings were raised a foot or more from the ground, 
in order to procure some circulation of air; and 
Reynal thought proper to lay aside his trapper's dress 
of buckskin and assume the very scanty costume of 
an Indian. Thus elegantly attired, he stretched him- 
self in his lodge on a buffalo-robe, alternately cursing 
the heat and puffing at the pipe which he and I passed 
between us. There was present also a select circle of 
Indian friends and relatives. A small boiled puppy 
was served up as a parting feast, to which was added, 
by way of dessert, a wooden bowl of gooseberries 
from the mountains. 

^^Look there,'' said Reynal, pointing out of the 
opening of his lodge ; ^^ do you see that line of buttes 
about fifteen miles off? Well, now do you see that 
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&rth6Bt one, with the white speck on the face of it? 
Do yon think yon ever saw it before?" 

*^It looks to me," said I, ^like the hill that we 
were 'camped nnder when we were on Laramie 
Creek, six or eight weeks ago." 

"TonVe hit it," answered Reynal. 

^ Go and bring in the animals, Raymond," said I ; 
^* we 'U 'camp there to-night, and start for the fort in 
the morning." 

The mare and the mule were soon before the lodge. 
We saddled them, and in the mean time a number of 
Indians collected about up. The virtues of Pauline, 
my strong, fleet, and hardy little mare, were well 
known in camp, and several of the visitors were 
mounted upon good horses which they had brought 
me as presents. I promptly declined their offers, 
since accepting them would have involved the neces- 
sity of transferring Pauline into their barbarous hands. 
We took leave of Reynal, but not of the Indians, 
who are accustomed to dispense with such superfluous 
ceremonies. Leaving the camp, we rode straight 
over the prairie towards the white-faced bluff, whose 
pale ridges swelled gently against the horizon, like a 
cloud. An Indian went with us, whose name I for- 
get, though the ugliness of his face and the ghastly 
width of his mouth dwell vividly in my recollection. 
The antelope were numerous, but we did not heed 
them. We rode directly towards our destination, 
over the arid plains and barren hills; until, late in 
the afternoon, half spent with heat, thirst, and 
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fatigue, we saw a gladdening sight: the long line of 
trees and the deep golf that mark the course of 
Laramie Creek. Passing through the growth of 
huge dilapidated old cotton-wood trees that bordered 
the creek, we rode across to the other side. The 
rapid and foaming waters were filled with fish playing 
and splashing in the shallows. As we gained the 
farther bank, our horses turned eagerly to drink, and 
we, kneeling on the sand, followed their example. 
We had not gone far before the scene began to grow 
familiar. 

^ We are getting near home, Raymond," said I. 

Hiere stood the big tree under which we had 
encamped so long; there were the white clifiEs that 
used to look down upon our tent when it stood at the 
hexxd of the creek ; there was the meadow in which 
our horses had grazed for weeks, and a little farther 
on, the prairie-dog village where I had begged 
many a languid hour in shooting the unfortunate 
inhabitants. 

^ We are going to catch it now," said Raymond, 
turning his broad face up towards the sky. 

In truth, the cli£Es and the meadow, the stream and 
the groves, were darkening fast. Black masses of 
cloud were swelling up in the south, and the thunder 
was growling ominously. 

*^ We will 'camp there," I said, pointing to a dense 
grove of trees lower down the stream. Raymond 
and I turned towards it, but the Indian stopped and 
called earnestly after us. When we demanded what 
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was the matter, he said that the ghosts of two war- 
riors were always among those trees^ and that if we 
slept there, they would scream and throw stones at 
ns all night, and perhaps steal onr hoises before 
morning. Thinking it as well to humor him, we 
left behind us the haunt of these extiaordinaiy 
ghosts, and passed on towards Chugwater, riding at 
full gallop, for the big drops began to patter down. 
Soon we came in sight of the poplar saplings that 
grew about the mouth of the little stream. We 
leaped to the ground, threw off our saddles, turned 
our horses loose, and drawing our knives began to 
slash among the bushes to cut twigs and branches for 
making a shelter against the rain. Bending down 
the taller saplings as they grew, we piled the young 
shoots upon them, and thus made a convenient pent- 
house; but our labor was needless. The storm scarcely 
touched us. Half a mile on our right the rain was 
pouring down like a cataract, and the thunder roared 
over the prairie like a battery of cannon; while we 
by good fortune received only a few heavy drops from 
the skirt of the passing cloud. The weather cleared 
and the sun set gloriously. Sitting close under our 
leafy canopy, we proceeded to discuss a substantial 
meal of wasna which Weah Washtay had given me. 
The Indian had brought with him his pipe and a bag 
of ahongaasha ; so before lying down to sleep, we sat 
for some time smoking together. First, however, 
our wide-mouthed friend had taken the precaution of 
carefully examining the neighborhood. He reported 
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that eight men, counting them on his fingers, had 
been encamped there not long before, — Bisonette, 
Paul Dorion, Antoine Le Rouge, Richardson, and 
four others, whose names he could not telL All this 
proved strictly correct. By what instinct he had 
arrived at such accurate conclusions, I am utterly at 
a loss to divine. 

It was still quite dark when I awoke and called 
Raymond. The Indian was already gone, having 
chosen to go on before us to the fort. Setting out 
after him, we rode for some time in complete dark- 
ness, and when the sun at length rose, glowing like a 
fiery ball of copper, we were within ten miles of the 
fort. At length, from the summit of a sandy Uuff, 
we could see Fort Laramie, miles before us, standing 
by the side of the stream like a little gray speck, in 
the midst of the boundless desolation. I stopped my 
horse, and sat for a moment looking down upon it. 
It seemed to me the very centre of comfort and civili- 
zation. We were not long in approaching it, for we 
rode at speed the greater part of the way. Laramie 
Creek still intervened between us and the friendly 
walls. Entering the water at the point where we 
had struck upon the bank, we raised our feet to the 
saddle behind us, and thus kneeling as it were on 
horseback, passed dry-shod through the swift current. 
As we rode up the bank, a number of men appeared 
in the gateway. Three of them came forward to 
meet us. In a moment I distinguished Shaw ; Henry 

Chatillon followed, with his face of manly simplicity 
VOL. n.— 8 
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and fraakness, and Deslaurieis came last, with a 
broad grin of welcome. The meeting was not on 
either side one of mere ceremony. For my own part^ 
the change was a most agreeable one, from the society 
of savages and men little better than savages, to that 
of my gallant and high-minded companion, and our 
noble-hearted guide. My appearance was equally 
welcome to Shaw, who was beginning to entertain 
some very uncomfortable surmises concerning me. 

Bordeaux greeted me cordially, and shouted to the 
cook. This fimctionary was a new acquisition, hav- 
ing lately come from Fort Pierre with the trading 
wagons. Whatever skill he might have boasted, he 
had not the most promising materials to exercise it 
upon. He set before me, however, a breakfast of 
biscuit, coffee, and salt pork. It seemed like a new 
phase of existence, to be seated once more on a bench, 
with a knife and fork, a plate and teacup, and some- 
thing resembUng a table before me. The coffee 
seemed delicious, and the bread was a most welcome 
novelty, since for three weeks I had tasted scarcely 
anything but meat, and that for the most part with- 
out salt. The meal also had the relish of good com- 
pany, for opposite to me sat Shaw in elegant dishabille. 
If one is anxious thoroughly to appreciate the value 
of a congenial companion, he has only to spend a few 
weeks by himself in an Ogillallah village. And if 
he can contrive to add to his seclusion a debilitating 
and somewhat critical illness, his perceptions upon 
this subject will be rendered considerably more vivid. 
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Shaw had been two or three weeks at the fort I 
found him established in his old quarters, -^ a large 
apartment usuallj occupied by the absent hotbrgeois. 
In one comer was a soft pile of excellent buffalo- 
robes, and here I lay down. Shaw brought me three 
books. 

^^Here," said he, ^is your Shakespeare and Byron, 
and here is the Old Testament, which has as much 
poetry in it as the other two put together." 

I chose the worst of the three, and for the greater 
part of that day I lay on the buffalo-robes, fairly 
levelling in the creations of that resplendent genius 
which has achieved no more signal triumph than that 
of half beguiling us to forget the unmanly character 
of its possessor. 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE LOKELT JOUBNEY. 

On tbe day of my arrival at Fort Laramie, Shaw 
and I were lounging on two bufialo-iobea in the large 
apartment hospitably assigned tons; Henry Chatillon 
also was present, busy about the harness and weapons, 
which had been brought mto the room, and two or 
three Indians were crouching on the floor, eying us 
with their fixed, unwavering gaze. 

**I have been well off here," said Shaw, **in all 
respects but one; there is no good shong^cuha to be 
had for love or money.'* 

I gave him a small leather bag containing some of 
excellent quality, which I had brought from the 
Black Hills. ''Now, Henry," said he, ''hand me 
Papin's chopping-board, or give it to that Indian, 
and let him cut the mixture; they understand it 
better than any white man." 

The Indian, without saying a word, mixed the 
bark and the tobacco in due proportions, filled the 
pipe, and lighted it. This done, my companion and 
I proceeded to deliberate on our future course of 
proceeding ; fiist, however, Shaw acquainted me with 
some incidents which had occurred at the fort during 
my absence. 
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Abont a week before, four men had arrived from 
beyond the mountains: Sublette, Reddick, and two 
otheiB. Just before reaching the fort, (hey had met 
a large party of Indians, chiefly young men. All of 
them belonged to the village of our old friend Smoke, 
who, with his whole band of adherents, professed the 
greatest friendship for the whites. The travellers 
therefore approached and began to converse without 
the least suspicion. Suddenly, however, their bridles 
were seized, and they were ordered to dismount. 
Instead of complying, they lashed their horses, and 
broke away from the Indians. As they galloped off, 
they heard a yell behind them, with a burst of derisive 
laughter, and the reports of several guns. None of 
them were hurt, though Beddick's bridle-rein was 
cut by a bullet within an inch of lus hand. After 
this taste of Indian manners, they felt for the moment 
no disposition to encounter farther risks. They 
intended to pursue the route southward along the 
foot of the mountains to Bent's Fort; and as our 
plans coincided with theirs, they proposed to join 
forces. Finding, however, that I did not return, 
they grew impatient of inaction, forgot their late 
danger, and set out without us, promising to wait our 
arrival at Bent's Fort. From thence we were to 
make the long journey to the settlements in com- 
pany, as the path was not a little dangerous, being 
infested by hostile Pawnees and Camanches. 

We expected, on reaching Bent's Fort, to find 
there still another reinforcement. A young Ken- 
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toddan bad come ofot to the mountuns with Ruasere 
party of Califomia endgnoite. One of hie chief 
objectB, as be gave oat^ was to kill an Indiaii; an 
exploit which be afterwaids succeeded in achieying, 
much to the jeopaidj of oniselTes, and otheiB who 
had to pass through the conntiy of the dead Pawnee's 
enraged relativee. Haying become dii^insted with 
his emigiant associates, he left them, and had some 
time before set ont with a party of companions for 
the head of the Arkansas. He left ns a letter, to 
say that he would wait nntil we aniyed at Bent's 
Foxtf and accompany ns thence to the settlementB. 
When, however, he came to the fort, he found there 
a party of forty men about to make the homeward 
journey, and wisely preferred to avail himself of so 
strong an escort Sublette and his companions also 
joined this company; so that on reaching Bent's 
Fort, some six weeks after, we found ourselves 
deserted by our allies and thrown once more upon 
our own resources. 

On the fourth of August, early in the afternoon, 
we bade a final adieu to the hospitable gateway of 
Fort Laramie. Again Shaw and I were riding side 
by side on the prairie. For the fiist fifty miles we 
had companions with us: Troch^ a trapper, and 
Rouville, a nondescript in the employ of the Fur 
Company, who were goiog to join the trader Bisonette 
at his encampment near the head of Horse Creek. 
We rode only six or eight miles that afternoon before 
we came to a little brook traversing the barren 
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prairie. All along its course grew oopses of young 
wild-cherry trees, loaded with ripe fruit, and almost 
concealing the gliding thread of water with their 
dense growth. Here we encamped; and being too 
indolent to pitch our tent, we flung our saddles on 
the ground, spread a pair of buffalo-robes, lay down 
upon them, and began to smoke. Meanwhile Dee- 
lauriers busied himself with his fiying-pan, and 
Raymond stood guard over the band of grazing 
horses. Deslauriers had an active assistant in Rou- 
viUe, who professed great skill in the culinary art, 
and, seizing upon a fork, began to lend his aid in 
cooking supper. Indeed, according to his own belief, 
Rouville was a man of universal knowledge, and he 
lost no opportunity to display his manifold accom- 
plishments. He had been a circus-rider at St. Louis, 
and once he rode round Fort Laramie on his head, to 
the utter bewilderment of the Indians. He was also 
noted as the wit of the fort; and as he had consider- 
able humor and abundant vivacity, he contributed 
more that night to the liveliness of the camp than all 
the rest of the party put together. At one instant he 
would kneel by Deslauriers, instructing him in the 
true method of frying antelope-steaks, then he would 
come and seat himself at our side, dilating upon the 
correct fashion of braiding up a horse's tail, telling 
apocryphal stories how he had killed a buffalo bull 
with a knife, having first cut off his tail when at f uU 
speed, or relating whimsical anecdotes of the bourgeois 
Papin. At last he snatched up a volume of Shake- 
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spears that was lying on the grass, and halted and 
stumbled throngh a line or two to prove that he could 
read. He went gambolling about the camp, chatteiing 
like some frolicsome ape ; and whatever he was doing 
at one moment, the presumption was a sure one that 
he would not be doing it the next. His companion 
Troche sat silently on the grass, not speaking a word, 
but keeping a vigilant eye on a very ugly little Utah 
squaw, of whom he was extremely jealous. 

On the next day we travelled farther, crossing the 
wide sterile basin called "Goch^^s Hole." Towards 
night we became involved among ravines ; and being 
unable to find water, our journey was protracted to 
a very late hour. On the next morning we had to 
pass a long Une of blufiEs, whose raw sides, wrought 
upon by rains and storms, were of a ghastly white- 
ness most oppressive to the sight. As we ascended 
a gap in these hills, the way was marked by huge 
footprints, like those of a human giant. They were 
the tracks of the grizzly bear, of which we had abo 
seen abundance on the day before. Immediately 
after this we were crossing a barren plain, spreading 
in long and gentle undulations to the horizon. 
Though the sun was bright, there was a light haze 
in the atmosphere. The distant hills assumed strange, 
distorted forms in the mirage, and the edge of the 
horizon was continually changing its aspect Shaw 
and I were riding together, and Henry Chatillon 
was a few rods before us, when he stopped his horse 
suddenly, and turning round with the peculiar earnest 
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expression which he always wore when excited, called 
ns to come forward. We galloped to his side. Heniy 
pointed towards a black speck on the gray swell of 
the prairie, apparently about a mile off. *^It must 
be a bear," said he; ^^come, now we shall all have 
some sport. Better fun to fight him than to fight an 
old buffalo bull; grizzly bear so strong and smart." 

So we all galloped forward together, prepared for 
a hard fight; for these bears, though clumsy in 
appearance, are incredibly fierce and active. The 
swell of the prairie concealed the black object from 
our view. Immediately after it appeared again. But 
now it seemed very near to us ; and as we looked at 
it in astonishment, it suddenly separated into two 
parts, each of which took wing and flew away. We 
stopped our horses and looked at Henry, whose face 
exhibited a curious mixture of mirth and mortifi- 
cation. His eye had been so completely deceived 
by the peculiar atmosphere that he had mistaken 
two large crows at the distance of fifty rods for 
a grizzly bear a mile off. To the journey's end 
Henry never heard the last of the grizzly bear with 
wings. 

In the afternoon we came to the foot of a consider- 
able hill. As we ascended it, Rouville began to ask 
questions concerning our condition and prospects at 
home, and Shaw was edifying him with an account 
of an imaginary wife and child, to which he listened 
with implicit faith. Reaching the top of the hill, we 
saw the windings of Horse Creek on the plains below 
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us, and a little on the left we conld distingaish the 
camp of Bisonette among the trees and copses along 
the conise of the stream. Bouville's &ce assumed 
just then a ludicrously Uank expression. We in- 
quired what was the matter; when it appeared that 
Bisonette had sent him from this place to Fort 
Laramie with the sole object of bringing back a 
supply of tobacco. Our rattlebrain friend, from the 
time of his reaching the fort up to the present 
moment, had entirely forgotten the object of his jour- 
ney, and had ridden a dangerous hundred miles for 
nothing. Descending to Horse Creek, we forded it» 
and on the opposite bank a solitary Indian sat on 
horseback under a tree. He said nothing, but tamed 
and led the way towards the camp. Bisonette had 
made choice of an admirable position. The stream, 
with its thick growth of trees, enclosed on three sides 
a wide green meadow, where about forty Dahcotah 
lodges were pitched in a circle, and beyond them a 
few lodges of the friendly Shiennes. Bisonette him- 
self lived in the Indian manner. Riding up to hia 
lodge, we found him seated at the head of it, sur- 
rounded by various appliances of comfort not common 
on the prairie. His squaw was near him, and rosy 
children were scrambling about in printed calico 
gowns ; Paul Dorion, also, with his leathery &ce and 
old white capote, was seated in the lodge, together 
with Antoine Le Rouge, a half-breed Pawnee, Sibille, 
a trader, and several other white men. 

^It will do you no harm," said Bisonette, ^to 
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stay here with ns for a day or two, before you start 
for the PneUo." 

We accepted the invitation, and pitched oar tent 
on a rising ground above the camp and> close to the 
trees. Bisonette soon invited ns to a feast, and we 
suffered abundance of the same sort of attention from 
his Indian associates. The reader may possibly recol- 
lect that when I joined the Indian village, beyond 
the Black Hills, I found that a few &milie8 were 
absent, having declined to pass the mountains along 
with the rest. The Indians in Bisonette's camp con- 
sisted of these very families, and many of them came 
to me that evening to inquire after their relatives 
and friends. They were not a little mortified to 
learn that while they, from their own timidity and 
indolence, were almost in a starving condition, the 
rest of the village had provided their lodges for the 
next season, laid in a great stock of provisions, and 
were living in abundance. Bisonette's companions 
had been sustaining themselves for some time on 
wild cherries, which the squaws pounded, stones 
and all, and spread on buffalo-robes to dry in the 
sun; they were then eaten without farther prepara- 
tion, or used as an ingredient in various delectable 
compounds. 

On the next day, the camp was in commotion with 
a new arrival. A single Indian had come with his 
family from the Arkansas. As he passed among the 
lodges, he put on an expression of unusual dignity 
and importance, and gave out that he had brought 
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great news to tell the whites. Soon after the squaws 
had pitched his lodge, he sent his little son to invite 
all the white men and all the more distinguished 
Indians to a feast. The guests arrived and sat 
wedged together, shoulder to shoulder, within the 
hot and suffocating lodge. The Stabber, for that 
was our entertainer's name, had killed an old buffalo 
bull on his way. This veteran's boiled tripe, tougher 
than leather, formed the main item of the repast. 
For the rest, it consisted of wild cherries and grease 
boiled together in a large copper kettle. The feast 
was distributed, and for a moment all was silent, 
strenuous exertion ; then each guest, though with one 
or two exceptions, turned his wooden dish bottom 
upwards to prove that he had done full justice to his 
entertainer's hospitality. The Stabber next produced 
his chopping-board, on which he prepared the mix- 
ture for smoking, and filled several pipes, which cir^ 
culated among the company. This done, he seated 
himself upright on his couch, and began with much 
gesticulation to tell his story. I will not repeat his 
childish jargon. It was so entangled, like the 
greater part of an Indian's stories, with absurd and 
contradictory details, that it was almost impossible 
to disengage from it a single particle of truth. All 
that we could gather was the following: — 

He had been on the Arkansas, and there he had 
seen six great war-parties of whites. He had never 
believed before that the whole world contained half 
so many white men. They all had large horses, long 
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knives, and short lifles, and some of them were 
dressed alike in the most splendid war-dresses he 
had ever seen. From this account it was clear that 
bodies of dragoons and perhaps also of yolunteer 
cayaliy had passed up the Arkansas. The Stabber 
had also seen a great many of the white lodges of 
the Meneaska, drawn by their long-homed buffalo. 
These could be nothing else than covered ox-wagons, 
used, no doubt, in transporting stores for the troops. 
Soon after seeing this, our host had met an Indian 
who had lately come from among the Camanches, 
who had told him that all the Mexicans had gone 
out to a great buffalo hunt; that the Americans had 
hid themselves in a ravine; and that when the 
Mexicans had shot away all their arrows, the Ameri- 
cans fired their guns, raised their war-whoop, rushed 
out, and killed them all. We could only infer from 
this, that war had been declared with Mexico, and a 
battle fought in which the Americans were victo- 
rious. When, some weeks after, we arrived at the 
Pueblo, we heard of General Kearney's march up 
the Arkansas, and of General Taylor's victories at 
Matamoras. 

As the sun was setting that evening a crowd gath- 
ered on the plain by the side of our tent, to tiy the 
speed of their horses. These were of eveiy shape, 
size, and color. Some came from California, some 
from the States, some from among the mountains, 
and some from the wild bands of the prairie. They 
were of every hue, white, black, red, and gray, or 
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mottled and clouded with a strange 'yariely of colors. 
They all had a wild and startled look, very differ- 
ent from the sober aspect of a well-bred city steed. 
Those most noted for swiftness and spirit were deco- 
rated with eagle feathers dangling from their manes 
and tails. Fifty or sixty Dahcotah were present, 
wrapped from head to foot in their heavy robes of 
whitened hide. There were also a considerable 
number of the Shiennes, many of whom wore gaudy 
Mexican ponchos, swathed around their shoulders, 
but leaving the right arm bare. Mingled among the 
crowd of Indians was a number of Canadians, chiefly 
in the employ of Bisonette, — men whose home is the 
wilderness, and who love the camp-fire better than 
the domestic hearth. They are contented and happy 
in the midst of hardship, privation, and danger. 
Their cheerfulness and gayety is irrepressible, and 
no people on earth understand better how ^^to daff 
the world aside and bid it pass." Besides these, 
were two or three half-breeds, a race of rather extra- 
ordinary composition, being according to the common 
saying half Indian, half white man, and half deviL 
Antoine Le Rouge was the most conspicuous among 
them, with his loose trousers and fluttering calico 
shirt. A handkerchief was bound round his head to 
confine his black snaky hair, and his small eyes 
twinkled beneath it with a mischievous lustre. He 
had a fine cream-colored horse, whose speed he must 
needs try along with the rest. So he threw off the 
rude high-peaked saddle, and substituting a piece of 
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buffalo-robe, leaped ligbtly into his seat. The space 
i¥as cleared, the word was given, and he and his 
Indian rival darted out like lightning from among 
the crowd, each stretching forward over his horse's 
neck and plying his heavy Indian whip with might 
and main. A moment, and both were lost in the 
gloom; but Antoine soon came riding back victori- 
ous, exultingly patting the neck of his quivering and 
panting horse. 

About midnight, as I lay asleep, wrapped in a 
buffalo-robe on the ground by the side of our cart, 
Baymond came and woke nie. Something, he said, 
was going forward which I would like to see. Look- 
ing down into the camp, I saw on the farther side of 
it a great number of Indians gathered about a fire, 
the bright glare of which made them visible through 
the thick darkness ; while from the midst proceeded 
a loud, measured chant which would have killed 
Paganini outright, broken occasionally by a burst of 
sharp yells. I gathered the robe around me, for the 
night was cold, and walked down to the spot. The 
dark throng of Indians was so dense that they almost 
intercepted the light of the flame. As I was pushing 
among them with little ceremony, a chief interposed 
himself, and I was given to understand that a white 
man must not approach the scene of their solemnities 
too closely. By passing round to the other side 
where there was a little opening in the crowd, I 
could see clearly what was going forward, without 
intruding my unhallowed presence into the inner 
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circle. The society of the '^Strong Hearts'* were 
engaged in one of their dances. The *^Stzong 
Hearts ^ are a wailike association, comprising men of 
both the Dahcotah and Shienne nations, and entirely 
composed, or supposed to be so, of yonng brayes of 
the highest mettle. Its fnndamental principle is the 
admirable one of neyer retreating from any enterprise 
once began. All these Indian associations have a 
tatelaiy spirit. That of the Strong Hearts is em- 
bodied in the fox, an animal which white men would 
hardly have selected for a similar purpose, tliough 
his subtle character agrees well enough with an 
Indian's notions of what is honorable in warfare. 
The dancers were circling round and round the fire, 
each figure brightly illumined at one moment by the 
yellow light, and at the next drawn in blackest 
shadow as it passed between the flame and the spec- 
tator. They would imitate with the most ludicrous 
exactness the motions and voice of their sly patron 
the fox. Then a startling yell would be given. 
Many other warriors would leap into the ring, and 
with faces upturned towards the starless sky, they 
would all stamp, and whoop, and brandish their 
weapons like so many frantic devils. 

We remained here till the next afternoon. My 
companion and I with our three attendants then set 
out for the Pueblo, a distance of three hundred miles, 
and we supposed the journey would occupy about a 
fortnight. During this time we all hoped that we 
might not meet a single human being, for should we 



THE LONELY JOURNEY. 129 

encoimter any, they would in all probability be ene- 
mies, in whose eyes onr rifles would be our only 
passports. For the first two days nothing worth 
mentioning took place. On the third morning, how- 
ever, an untoward incident occurred. We were 
encampe4 by the side of a little brook in an extensive 
hollow of the plain. Deslauriers was up long before 
daylight, and before he began to prepare breakfast he 
turned loose all the horses, as in duty bound. There 
was a cold mist clinging close to the ground, and by 
the time the rest of us were awake the animals were 
invisible. It was only after a long and anxious 
search that we could discover by their tracks the 
direction they had taken. They had all set off for 
Fort Laramie, following the guidance of a mutinoua 
old mule, and though many of them were hobbled, 
they travelled three miles before they could be over- 
taken and driven back. 

For two or three days, we were passing over an 
arid desert. The only vegetation was a few tufts 
of short grass, dried and shrivelled by the heat. 
There was abundance of strange insects and reptiles. 
Huge crickets, black and bottle green, and wingless 
grasshoppers of the most extravagant dimensions, 
were tumbling about our horses' feet, and lizards 
without number darting like lightning among the 
tufts of grass. The most curious animal, however, 
was that commonly called the horned-frog. I caught 
one of them and consigned him to the care of 
Deslauriers, who tied him up in a moccason. About 
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a montibi after this, I examined the piisoner's condi- 
tion, and finding him still lively and active, I pro- 
vided him with a cage of buffalo-hide, which was 
hung up in the cart. In this manner he arrived 
safely at the settlements. From thence he travelled 
the whole way to Boston, packed closely in a trunk, 
being regaled with fresh air regularly every night. 
When he reached his destination he was deposited 
under a glass case, where he sat for some months in 
great tranquillity, alternately dilating and contract- 
ing his white throat to the admiration of his visitors. 
At length, one morning about the middle of winter, 
he gave up the ghost, and he now occupies a bottle 
of alcohol in the Agassiz Museum. His death was 
attributed to starvation, a very probable conclusion, 
since for six months he had taken no food whatever, 
though the sympathy of his juvenile admirers had 
tempted his palate with a great variety of delicacies* 
We found also animals of a somewhat larger growth. 
The number of prairie-dogs was astounding. Fre- 
quently the hard and dry plain was thickly covered, 
for miles together, with the little mounds which they 
make at the mouth of their burrows, and small 
squeaking voices yelped at us, as we passed along. 
The noses of the inhabitants were just visible at the 
mouth of their holes, but no sooner was their curiosity 
satisfied than they would instantly vanish. Some of 
the bolder dogs — though in fact they are no dogs at 
all, but little marmots rather smaller than a rabbit — 
would sit yelping at us on the top of their mounds. 
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jerking their tails emphatically with eveiy shrill ciy 
they uttered. As the danger drew nearer they would 
wheel about, toss their heels into the air, and dive in 
a twinkling into their burrows. Towards sunset, and 
especially if rain was threatening, the whole com- 
munity made their appearance above ground. We 
saw them gathered in large knots around the burrow 
of some favorite citizen. There they would all sit 
erect, their tails spread out on the ground, and their 
paws hanging down before their white breasts, chat- 
tering and squeaking with the utmost vivacity upon 
some topic of common interest, while the proprietor 
of the burrow sat on the top of his mound, looking 
down with a complacent countenance on the enjoy- 
ment of his guests. Meanwhile, others ran about 
from burrow to burrow, as if on some errand of the 
last importance to their subterranean commonwealth. 
The snakes are apparently the prairie-dog's worst 
enemies; at least I think too well of the latter to 
suppose that they associate on friendly terms with 
these slimy intruders, which may be seen at all times 
basking funong their holes, into which they always 
retreat when disturbed. Small owls, with wise and 
grave countenances, also make their abode with the 
prairie-dogs, though on what terms they live together 
I could never ascertain. 

On the fifth day after leaving Bisonette's camp, 
we saw, late in the afternoon, what we supposed to 
be a considerable stream, but on approaching it, we 
found to our mortification nothing but a dry bed of 
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sand, into which the water had sunk and disappeared. 
We separated, some riding in one direction and some 
in another, along its course. Still we found no 
traces of water, not even so much as a wet spot in the 
sand. The old cotton-wood trees that grew along 
the bank, lamentably abused by lightning and tempest, 
were withering with the drought, and on the dead 
Hmhs, at the summit of the tallest, half a dozen 
crows were hoarsely cawing, like birds of evil omen. 
We had no alternative but to keep on. There was 
no water nearer than the South Fork of the Platte, 
about ten miles distant. We moved forward, angry 
and silent, over a desert as flat as the outspread 
ocean. 

The sky had been obscured since the morning by 
thin mists and vapors, but now vast piles of clouds 
were gathered together in the west. They rose to a 
great height above the horizon, and looking up at 
them I distinguished one mass darker than the rest, 
and of a peculiar conical form. I happened to look 
again, and still could see it as before. At some 
moments it was dimly visible, at others its outline 
was sharp and distinct ; but while the clouds around 
it were shifting, changing, and dissolving away, it 
still towered aloft in the midst of them, fixed and 
immovable. It must, thought I, be the summit of a 
mountain; and yet its height staggered me. My 
conclusion was right, however. It was Long's Peak, 
once believed to be one of the highest of the Rocky 
Mountain chain, though more recent discoveries have 
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proved the contiaiy. The thickening gloom soon 
hid it from view, and we never saw it again, for on 
the following day, and for some time after, the air 
was so fall of mist that the view of distant objects 
was entirely cut off. 

It grew very late. Taming from oar direct coarse, 
we made for the river at its nearest point, thoagh in 
the utter darkness it was not easy to direct our way 
with much precision. Baymond rode on one side 
and Heniy on the other. We heard each of them 
shouting that he had come upon a deep ravine. We 
steered at random between Scylla and Gharybdis, 
and soon after became, as it seemed, inextricably 
involved with deep chasms all around us, while the 
darkness was such that we could not see a rod in 
any direction. We partially extricated ourselves by 
scrambling, cart and all, through a shallow ravine. 
We came next to a steep descent, down which we 
plunged without well knowing what was at the bot- 
tom. There was a great cracking of sticks and dry 
twigs. Over our heads were certain large shadowy 
objects; and in front something like the faint gleam- 
ing of a dark sheet of water. Baymond ran his horse 
against a tree; Heniy alighted, and, feeling on the 
ground, declared that there was grass enough for the 
horses. Before taking off his saddle, each man led 
his own horses down to the water in the best way he 
could. Then picketing two or three of the evil-dis- 
posed, we turned the rest loose, and lay down among 
the dry sticks to sleep. In the morning we found 
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ouiselves close to the South Fork of the Platte, on a 
spot surrounded by bushes and rank grass. Com- 
pensating ourselves with a hearty break&st for the 
ill-fare of the previous night, we set forward again 
on our journey. When only two or three rods from 
the camp, I saw Shaw stop his mule, level his gun, 
and fire at some object in the grass. Deslauriers 
next jumped forward, and began to dance about, 
belaboring the unseen enemy with a whip. Then he 
stooped down, and drew out of the grass by the neck 
an enormous rattlesnake, with his head completely 
shattered by Shaw's bullet. As Deslauriers held 
him out at arm's length with an exulting grin, his 
tail, which still kept slowly writhing about, almost 
touched the ground ; and his body in the largest part 
was as thick as a stout man's arm. He had fourteen 
rattles, but the end of his tail was blunted, as if he 
could once have boasted of many more. From this 
time till we reached the Pueblo, we killed at least 
four or five of these snakes eveiy day, as they lay 
coUed and rattling on the hot sand. Shaw was the 
St. Patrick of the party, and whenever he killed a 
snake he pulled off his tail and stored it away in his 
buUet-pouch, which was soon crammed with an edify- 
ing collection of rattles, great and small. Deslauriers 
with his whip also came in for a share of praise. A 
day or two after this, he triumphantly produced a 
small snake about a span and a half long, with one 
infant rattle at the end of his tail. 

We forded the South Fork of the Platte. On its 
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farther bank were the traces of a very large camp of 
Arapahoes. The ashes of some three himdred fires 
were visible among the scattered trees, together with 
the remains of sweating lodges, and all the other 
appurtenances of a permanent camp. The place, 
however, had been for some months deserted. A 
few miles farther on we found more recent signs of 
Indians; the trail of two or three lodges, which had 
evidently passed the day before; every footprint was 
perfectly distinct in the dry, dnsty soil. We noticed 
in particular the track of one moccason, upon the 
sole of which its economical proprietor had placed a 
large patch. These signs gave us but little uneasi- 
ness, as the number of the warriors scarcely exceeded 
that of our own party. At noon we rested under the 
walls of a large fort, built in these solitudes some 
' years since by M. St. Vrain. It was now abandoned 
and fast falling into ruin. The walls of unbaked 
bricks were cracked from top to bottom. Our horses 
recoiled in terror from the neglected entrance, where 
the heavy gates were torn from their hinges and flung 
down. The area within was overgrown with weeds, 
and the long ranges of apartments once occupied 
by the motley concourse of traders, Canadians, and 
squaws, were now miserably dilapidated. Twelve 
miles farther on, near the spot where we encamped, 
were the remains of another fort, standing in melan- 
choly desertion and neglect. 

Early on the following morning we made a start- 
ling discoveiy. We passed close by a large deserted 
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encampment of Aiapahoes. There were about fifty 
files still smouldering on the ground, and it was 
evident from numerous signs that the Indians must 
have left the place within two hours of our reaching 
it. Their trail crossed our own, at right angles, and 
led in the direction of a line of hills, half a mile on 
our left. There were women and children in the 
party, which would have greatly diminished the 
danger of encountering tiiem. Henry Chatillon 
examined the encampment and the trail with a very 
professional and business-like air. 

^^ Supposing we had met them, Henry?" said L 
^ Why," said he, ** we hold out our hands to them^ 
and give them all we 've got; they take away every- 
thing, and then I believe they no kill us. Perhaps, 
added he, looking up with a quiet, unchanged face, 
*^ perhaps we no let them rob us. Maybe before they 
come near, we have a chance to get into a ravine, or 
under the bank of the river; then, you know, we 
fight them." 

About noon on that day we reached Cherry Creek. 
Here was a great abundance of wild cherries, plums, 
gooseberries, and currants. The stream, however, 
like most of the others which we passed, was dried 
up with the heat, and we had to dig holes in the 
sand to find water for ourselves and our horses. Two 
days after, we left the banks of tiie creek, which we 
had been following for some time, and began to cross 
the high dividing ridge which separates the waters 
of the Platte from those of the Arkansas. The 
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scenery was altogether changed. In place of the 
burning plains, we passed through rough and savage 
glens, and among hills crowned with a dreary growth 
of pines. We encamped among these solitudes on 
the night of the sixteenth of August. A tempest 
was threatening. The sun went down among volumes 
of jet-black cloud, edged with a bloody red. But in 
spite of these portentous signs, we neglected to put 
up the tent, and, being extremely fatigued, lay down 
on the ground and fell asleep. The storm broke 
about midnight, and we pitched the tent amid dark- 
ness and confusion. In the morning all was fair 
again, and Pike's Peak, white with snow, was tower- 
ing above the wilderness afar off. 

We pushed through an extensive tract of pine 
woods. Large UackHsquirrels were leaping among 
the branches. From the farther edge of this forest 
we saw the prairie again, hollowed out before us into 
a vast basin, and about a mile in front we could dis- 
cern a little black speck moving upon its surface. It 
could be nothing but a buffalo. Henry primed his 
lifle afresh and galloped forward. To the left of the 
animal was a low rocky mound, of which Henry 
availed himself in making his approach. After a 
short time we heard the faint report of the rifle. The 
bull, mortally wounded from a distance of nearly 
three hundred yards, ran wildly round and round 
in a circle. Shaw and I then galloped forward, and 
passing him as he ran, foaming with rage and pain, 
discharged our pistols into his side. Once or twice 
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he rushed foriouslj upon us, bat his strength was 
rapidly exhausted. Down he fell on his knees. For 
one instant he glared up at his enemies, with burning 
eyes, through his black tangled mane, and then rolled 
over on his side. Though gaunt and thin, he was 
larger and heavier than the largest ox. Foam and 
blood flowed together from his nostrils as he lay bel- 
lowing and pawing the ground, tearing up grass and 
earth with his hoofs. His sides rose and fell like a 
vast pair of bellows, the blood spouting up in jets 
from the bullet-holes. Suddenly his glaring eyes 
became like a lifeless jelly. He lay motionless on 
the ground. Henry stooped over him, and, making 
an incision with his knife, pronounced the meat too 
rank and tough for use ; so, disappointed in our hopes 
of an addition to our stock of provisions, we rode 
away and left the carcass to the wolves. 

In the afternoon we saw the mountains rising like 
a gigantic wall at no great distance on our right. 
^ Des sauvages ! des sawoagea ! " exclaimed Deslauriers, 
looking round with a frightened face, and pointing 
with his whip towards the foot of the mountains. In 
fact, we could see at a distance a number of litde 
black specks, like horsemen in rapid motion. Henry 
Chatillon, with Shaw and myself, galloped towards 
them to reconnoitre, when to our amusement we saw 
the supposed Arapahoes resolved into the black tops 
of some pine-trees which grew along a ravine. The 
sunmiits of these pines, just visible above the verge 
of the prairie, and seeming to move as we our- 
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selves were advancing, looked exactly like a line of 
horsemen. 

We encamped among ravines and hollows, through 
which a little brook was foaming angrilj. Before 
sunrise in the morning the snow-covered mountains 
were beautifully tinged with a delicate rose-color. 
A noble spectacle awaited us as we moved forward. 
Six or eight miles on our right, Pike's Peak and his 
giant brethren rose out of the level prairie, as if 
springing from the bed of the ocean. From their 
summits down to the plain below they were involved 
in a mantle of clouds, in restless motion, as if uiged 
by strong winds. For one instant some snowy peak, 
towering in awful solitude, would be disclosed to 
view. As the clouds broke along the mountain, we 
could see the dreary forests, the tremendous preci- 
pices, the white patches of snow, the gxUSs and 
chasms as black as night, all revealed for an instant, 
and then disappearing from the view. 

On the day after, we had left the mountains at 
some distance. A black cloud descended upon them, 
and a tremendous explosion of thunder followed, 
reverberating among the precipices. In a few 
moments ever3rthing grew black, and the rain poured 
down like a cataract. We got under an old cotton- 
wood tree, which stood by the side of a stream, .and 
waited there till the rage of the torrent had passed. 

The clouds opened at the point where they first 
had gathered, and the whole sublime congregation of 
mountains was bathed at once in warm sunshine. 
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They seemed more like some vision of eastern romance 
than like a reality of that wilderness; all were melted 
together into a soft deUcious Uue, as yoluptuous as 
the sky of Naples or the transparent sea that washes 
the sonny clifis of Capri. On the left the sky was 
still of an inky blackness; but two concentric rain- 
bows stood in bright relief against it, while far in 
front the ragged clouds still streamed before the 
wind, and the retreating thunder muttered angrily. 
Through that afternoon and the next morning we 
were passing down the banks of the stream, called 
*^ Boiling Spring Creek," from the boiling spring 
whose waters flow into it. When we stopped at 
noon, we were within six or eight miles of the 
Pueblo. Setting out again, we found by the fresh 
tracks that a horseman had just been out to recon- 
noitre us; he had circled half round the camp, and 
then galloped back at full speed for the Pueblo. 
What made him so shy of us we could not conceive. 
After an hour's ride we reached the edge of a hill, 
from which a welcome sight greeted us. The 
Arkansas ran along the vaUey below, among woods 
and groves, and closely nestled in the midst of wide 
corn-fields and green meadows, where cattle were 
grazing, rose the low mud walls of the Pueblo. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE FUEBLO AND BENT'S FORT. 

We approached the gate of the Pueblo. It was a 
wretched species of fort, of most primitive construc- 
tion, being nothing more than a large square enclosure, 
surrounded by a wall of mud, miserably cracked and 
dilapidated. The slender pickets that surmounted it 
were half broken down, and the gate dangled on its 
wooden hinges so loosely that to open or shut it 
seemed likely to fling it down altogether. Two or 
three squalid Mexicans, with their broad hats, and 
their vile faces overgrown with hair, were lounging 
about the bank of the river in front of it. They 
disappeared as they saw us approach ; and as we rode 
up to the gate, a light active littie figure came out to 
meet us. It was our old friend Richard. He had 
come from Fort Laramie on a trading expedition to 
Taos; but finding when he reached the Pueblo tiiat 
the war would prevent his going farther, he was 
quietiy waiting till the conquest of the countiy 
should allow him to proceed. He seemed to feel 
bound to do the honors of the place. Shaking us 
warmly by the hand, he led the way into the area. 

Here we saw his large Santa F^ wagons standing 
together. A few squaws and Spanish women, and a 
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few Mexicans, as mean and miserable as the place 
itself, were lazily sauntering about. Richard con- 
ducted us to the state apartment of the Pueblo, a 
small mud room, very neatly finished, considering the 
material, and garnished with a crucifix, a looking- 
glass, a picture of the Virgin, and a rusty horse- 
pistol. There were no chairs, but instead of them a 
number of chests and boxes ranged about the room. 
There was another room beyond, less sumptuously 
decorated, and here three or four Spanish girls, one 
of them very pretty, were baking cakes at a mud fire- 
place in the comer. They brought out a poncho, 
which they spread upon the floor by way of table- 
cloth. A supper, which seemed to us luxurious, was 
soon laid out upon it, and folded buffalo-robes were 
placed around it to receive the guests. Two or three 
Americans besides ourselves were present. We sat 
down in Turkish fashion, and began to ask the news. 
Richard told us that, about three weeks before, 
General Kearney's army had left Bent's Fort to 
march against Santa F^; that when last heard from 
they were approaching the defiles that led to the city. 
One of the Americans produced a dingy newspaper, 
containing an account of the battles of Palo Alto and 
Resaca de la Palma. While we were discussing these 
matters, the doorway was darkened by a tall, sham- 
bling fellow, who stood with his hands in his pockets 
taking a leisurely survey of the premises before he 
entered. He wore brown homespun trousers, much 
too short for his legs, and a pistol and bowie-knife 
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stuck in his belt. His head and one eye were envel- 
oped in a huge bandage of linen. Having completed 
his observations, he came slouching in, and sat down 
on a chest. Eight or ten more of the same stamp 
followed, and very coolly arranging themselves about 
the room, began to stare at the company. We were 
forcibly reminded of the Oregon emigrants, though 
these unwelcome visitors had a certain glitter of 
the eye, and a compression of the lips, which distin- 
guished them from our old acquaintances of the 
prairie. They began to catechise us at once, inquir- 
ing whence we had come, what we meant to do next, 
and what were our prospects in life. 

The man with the bandaged head had met with 
an untoward accident a few days before. He was 
going down to the river to bring water, and was 
pushing through the young willows which covered 
the low ground when he came unawares upon a 
grizzly bear, which, having just eaten a buffalo bull, 
had lain down to sleep off the meal. The bear rose 
on his hind legs, and gave the intruder such a blow 
with his paw that he laid his forehead entirely bare, 
clawed off the front of his scalp, and narrowly missed 
one of his eyes. Fortunately he was not in a very 
pugnacious mood, being surfeited with his late meal. 
The man's companions, who were close behind, raised 
a shout, and the bear walked away, crushing down 
the willows in his leisurely retreat. 

These men belonged to a party of Mormons, who, 
out of a well-grounded fear of the other emigrants, 
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had postponed leaying the setdementB until all flie 
leat weie gone. On accoont of this delay, Hiey did 
not reach Fort T^aTamie nntil it was too late to con- 
tinne their joomey to California. Hearing that there 
was good land at the head of the Arkanaaa, Ihey 
crossed orer nnder the gnidanoe of Bichaid, and 
were now preparing to spend the winter at a spot 
abont half a mile from the Pueblo. 

When we took leave of Richard it was near sun- 
set. Passing out of the gate, we conld look down 
the little valley of the Arkansas; a beaatifnl scene, 
and donbly so to onr eyes, so long accustomed to 
deserts and mountains. Tall woods lined the river, 
with green meadows on either hand; and high bluSs, 
quietly basking in the sunlight, flanked the narrow 
valley. A Mexican on horseback was driving a herd 
of cattle towards the gate, and our little white tent, 
which the men had pitched under a tree in the 
meadow, made a pleasing feature in the scene. 
When we reached it» we found that Richard had sent 
a Mexican to bring us an abundant supply of green 
com and vegetables, and invite us to help ourselves 
to whatever we wanted from the fields around the 
Pueblo. 

The inhabitants were in daily apprehension' of an 
inroad from more formidable consumers than we. 
Every year, at the time when the com begins to 
ripen, the Arapahoes, to the number of several thou- 
sands, come and encamp around the Pueblo. The 
handful of white men, who are entirely at the mercy 
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of this swarm of barbarians, choose to make a merit 
of necessity; they come forward veiy cordially, shake 
them by the hand, and tell them that the harvest is 
entirely at their disposal. The Arapahoes take them 
at their word, help themselves most liberally, and 
usually tarn their horses into the corn-fields after* 
wards. They have the foresight, however, to leave 
enough of the crops untouched to serve as an induce* 
ment for planting the fields again for their benefit 
in the next spring. 

The human race in this part of the world is sepa- 
rated into three divisions, arranged in the order of 
their merits : white men, Indians, and Mexicans ; to 
the latter of whom the honorable title of ^ whites '* is 
by no means conceded. 

In spite of the warm sunset of that evening the 
next morning was a dreary and cheerless one. It 
rained steadily, clouds resting upon the veiy tree- 
tops. We crossed the river to visit the Mormon 
settlement. As we passed through the water, several 
trappers on horseback entered it from the other side. 
Their buckskin frocks were soaked through by the 
rain, and clung &st to their limbs with a most 
clammy and uncomfortable look. The water was 
trickling down their faces, and dropping from the 
ends of their rifles and from the traps which each 
carried at the pommel of his saddle. Horses and all, 
they had a disconsolate and woe-begone appearance, 
which we could not help laughing at, forgetting how 

often we ourselves had been in a similar plight. 
TOL. n. — 10 
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After half an hour's lidiiig, we saw the white 
wagons of the Mormons drawn np among the trees. 
Axes were sounding, trees falling, and log-huts ris- 
ing along the edge of the woods and upon the ad join- 
ii^ meadow. As we came np, the Mormons left 
their woik, seated themselves on the timber around 
us, and began earnestly to discuss points of theology^ 
complain of the ill-usage they had receiyed from the 
^Gentiles," and sound a lamentation over the loss of 
their great temple of Nauvoo. After remaining with 
them an hour we rode back to our camp, happy that 
the settlements had been delivered from the presence 
of such blind and desperate fimatics. 

On the following morning we left the Pueblo for 
Bent's Fort. The conduct of Raymond had lately 
been less satisfactoiy than before, and we had dis- 
charged him as soon as we arrived at the former 
place, so that the party, ourselves included, was now 
reduced to four. There was some uncertainty as to 
our future course. The trail between Bent's Fort 
and the settlements, a distance computed at six hun- 
dred miles, was at this time in a dangerous state; 
for since the passage of General Kearney's army, 
great numbers of hostile Indians, chiefly Pawnees 
and Camanches, had gathered about some parts of it. 
They became soon after so numerous and audacious 
that scarcely a single party, however large, passed 
between the fort and the frontier without some token 
of their hostility. The newspapers of the time sufiS- 
oiently display this state of things. Many men were 
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plains. It seemed as if a swarm of locusts had in« 
yaded the conntiy. The grass for miles around was 
cropped close by the horses of General Kearney's 
soldieiy. When we came to the f ort, we found that 
not only had the horses eaten up the grass, but their 
owners had made way with the stores of the little 
trading post; so that we had great difficulty in pro* 
curing the few articles which we required for our 
homeward journey. The army was gone, the life and 
bustle passed away, and the fort was a scene of dull 
and lazy tranquillity. A few invalid officers and 
soldiers sauntered about the area, which was oppres* 
sively hot; for the glaring sun was reflected down 
upon it from the high white walls around. The pro- 
prietors were absent, and we were received by Mr. 
Holt, who had been left in charge of the fort. He 
invited us to dinner, where, to our admiration, we 
found a table laid with a white cloth, with castors in 
the middle, and chairs placed around it. This un- 
wonted repast concluded, we rode back to our camp. 

Here, as we lay smoking round the fire after 
supper, we saw through the dusk three men ap- 
proaching from the direction of the fort. They rode 
up and seated themselves near us on the ground. 
The foremost was a tall, well-formed man, with a 
face and manner such as inspire confidence at once. 
He wore a broad hat of felt, slouching and tattered, 
and the rest of his attire consisted of a frock and 
leggins of buckskin, rubbed with the yellow clay 
found among the mountains. At the heel of one of 
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his moccasons was backled a huge iron spur, with 
a rowel five or six inches in diameter. His horse, 
which stood quietly looking over his head, had a 
rude Mexican saddle, covered with a shaggy bear- 
skin, and furnished with a pair of wooden stirrups of 
preposterous size. The next man was a sprightly, 
active little fellow, about five feet and a quarter 
high, but very strong and compact. His face was 
swarthy as a Mexican's, and covered with a dose, 
curly, black beard. An old, greasy, calico handker- 
chief was tied round his head, and his close buckskin 
dress was blackened and polished by grease and hard 
service. * The last who came up was a large, strong 
man, dressed, in the coarse homespun of the frontiers, 
who dragged his long limbs over the ground as if he 
were too lazy for the effort. He had a sleepy gray 
eye, a retreating chin, an open mouth, and a protrud- 
ing upper Up, which gave him an air of exquisite 
indolence and helplessness. He was armed with 
an old United States yager, which redoubtable 
weapon, though he could never hit his mark with it, 
he was accustomed to cherish as the very sovereign 
of firearms. 

The first two men belonged to a party who had 
just come from Calif omia, with a large band of horses, 
which they had sold at Bent's Fort. Munroe, the 
taller of the two, was from Iowa. He was an excel- 
lent feUow, open, warm-hearted, and intelligent. 
Jim Gumey, the short man, was a Boston sailor, 
who had come in a trading vessel to Calif omia, and 
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taken the fancy to return across the continent. The 
jonmej had already made him an expert ^monntain- 
man,** and he presented tiie extraordinaiy phenome- 
non of a sailor who nndentood how to manage a 
horse. The third of onr visitois, named Ellis, was a 
Missoniian, who had come out with a party of Oregon 
emigrants, bat having got as far as Bridger's Fort, 
he had fallen home-sick, or, as Jim averred, love-sick. 
He thought proper therefore to join the California 
men, and return homeward in their company. 

They now requested that they might unite with 
our party, and make the journey to the settlements 
in company with us. We readily assented, for we 
liked the appearance of the first two men, and were 
veiy glad to gain so efficient a reinforcement We 
told them to meet us on the next evening at a spot 
on the liverHside, about six miles below the fort. 
Having smoked a pipe together, our new allies left 
us, and we lay down to sleep. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

TftTB BOUGE, THE VOLUNTEER. 

The next moniing, having directed Deslaurieis to 
repair with his cart to the place of meeting, we came 
again to the fort to make some arrangements for the 
joomey. After completing these we sat down under 
a sort of porch, to smoke with some Shienne Indians 
whom we found there. In a few minutes we saw an 
extraordinary little figure approach us in a militaiy 
dress. He had a small, round countenance, gar- 
nished about the eyes with the kind of wrinkles com- 
monly known as crow's feet, and surmounted by an 
abundant crop of red curls, with a little cap resting 
on the top of them. Altogether, he had the look of 
a man more conversant with mint- juleps and oyster 
suppers than with the hardships of prairie-service. 
He came up to us and entreated that we would take 
him home to the settlements, saying that unless he 
went with us he should have to stay all winter at the 
fort. We liked our petitioner's appearance so little 
that we excused ourselves from complying with his 
request. At this he begged us so hard to take pity 
on him, looked so disconsolate, and told so lament- 
able a stoiy, that at last we consented, though not 
without many misgivings. 
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The ragged Anglo-Saxon of onr new recruit's real 
name proved utterly unmanageable on the lips of our 
French attendants ; and Henry Chatillon, after various 
abortive attempts to pronounce it, one day coolly 
christened him Tdte Rouge, in honor of his red curls. 
He had at different times been clerk of a Mississippi 
steamboat, and agent in a trading establishment at 
Nauvoo, besides filling various other capacities, in all 
of which he had seen much more of ^^ life " than was 
good for him. In the spring, thinking that a sum- 
mer's campaign would be an agreeable recreation, he 
had joined a company of St. Louis volunteers. 

^* There were three of us," said TSte Rouge, *^me 
and Bill Stephens and John Hopkins. We thought 
we would just go out with the army, and when we 
had conquered the countiy, we would get discharged 
and take our pay, you know, and go down to Mexico. 
They say there 's plenty of fun going on there. 
Then we could go back to New Orleans by way of 
Vera Cruz." 

But T6te Rouge, like many a stouter volunteer, 
had reckoned without his host. lighting Mexicans 
was a less amusing occupation than he had supposed, 
and his pleasure trip was disagreeably interrupted by 
brain fever, which attacked him when about halfway 
to Bent's Fort He jolted along through the rest of 
the journey in a baggage-wagon. When they came 
to the fort he was taken out and left there, with the 
rest of the sick. Bent's Fort does not supply the 
best accommodations for an invalid. T6te Rouge's 
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sick-chamber was a little mud room, wheie he and 
a companion, attacked by the same disease, were 
laid together, with nothing but a buffalo-robe be- 
tween them and the ground. The assistant-surgeon's 
deputy visited them once a day and brought them 
each a huge dose of calomel, the only medicine, 
according to his surviving victim, with which he was 
acquainted. 

Tete Rouge woke one morning, and turning to his 
companion, saw his eyes fixed upon the beams above 
with the glassy stare of a dead man. At this the 
unfortunate volunteer lost his senses outright. In 
spite of the doctor, however, he eventually recovered, 
though between the brain fever and the calomel, his 
mind, originally none of the strongest, was so much 
shaken that it had not quite recovered its balance 
when we came to the fort. In spite of the poor 
fellow's tragic story, there was something so ludi- 
crous in his appearance, and the whimsical contrast 
between his militaiy dress and his most unmilitary 
demeanor, that we could not help smiling at them. 
We asked him if he had a gun. He said they had 
taken it from him during his illness, and he had not 
seen it since; but ^^ perhaps," he observed, looking at 
me with a beseeching air, ^^you will lend me one of 
your big pistols if we shoiild meet with any Indians." 
I next inquired if he had a horse ; he declared he had 
a magnificent one, and at Shaw's request, a Mexican 
led him in for inspection. He exhibited the outline 
of a good horse, but his eyes were sunk in the 
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sockets, and eveiy one of his ribs could be counted. 
There were certain marks too about his shoulders, 
which could be accounted for by the circumstance 
that, during TSte Rouge's illness, his companions had 
seized upon the insulted charger, and harnessed him 
to a cannon along with the draft horses. To T^te 
Rouge's astonishment we recommended him by all 
means to exchange the horse, if he could, for a mule. 
Fortunately the people at the fort were so anxious to 
get rid of him that they were willing to make some 
sacrifice to effect the object, and he succeeded in get- 
ting a tolerable mule in exchange for the broken- 
down steed. 

A man soon appeared at the gate, leading in the 
mule by a cord, which he placed in the hands of Tdte 
Rouge, who, being somewhat afraid of his new 
acquisition, tried various flatteries and blandishments 
to induce her to come forward. The mule, knowing 
that she was expected to advance, stopped short in 
consequence, and stood &st as a rock, looking straight 
forward with immovable composure. Being stimu- 
lated by a blow from behind, she consented to move, 
and walked nearly to the other side of the fort before 
she stopped again. Hearing the bystanders laugh, 
T6te Rouge plucked up spirit and tugged hard at 
the rope. The mule jerked backward, spun herself 
round, and made a dash for the gate. T^te Rouge, 
who clung manfully to the rope, went whisking 
through the air for a few rods, when he let go and 
stood with his mouth open, staring after the mule. 
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which galloped away over the prairie. She was soon 
caught and brought back by a Mexican, who mounted 
a horse and went in pursuit of her with his lasso. 

Having thus displayed his capacities for prairie 
travelling, Tdte Rouge proceeded to supply himself 
with provisions for the journey, and with this view 
applied to a quartermaster's assistant who was in the 
fort. This official had a face as sour as vinegar, 
being in a state of chronic indignation because he 
had been left behind the army. He was as anxious 
as the rest to get rid of T6te Rouge. So, producing 
a rusty key, he opened a low door which led to a half 
subterranean apartment, into which the two disap- 
peared together. After some time they came out 
again, T£te Rouge greatly embarrassed by a multi- 
plicity of paper parcels containing the different 
articles of his forty days' rations. They were con- 
signed to the care of Deslauriers, who about that 
time passed by with the cart on his way to the 
appointed place of meeting with Munroe and his 
companions. 

We next urged T6te Rouge to provide himself, if 
he could, with a gun. He accordingly made earnest 
appeals to the charity of various persons in the fort, 
but totally without success, — a circumstance which 
did not greatly disturb us, since in the event of a 
skirmish, he would be more apt to do mischief to 
himself or his friends than to the enemy. When all 
these arrangements were completed, we saddled our 
horses, and were preparing to leave the fort, when 
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looking round we discoyered that our new associate 
was in fresh trouble. A man was holding the mule 
for him in the middle of the fort, while he tried to 
put the saddle on her back, but she kept stepping 
sideways and moving round and round in a circle 
until he was almost in despair. It required some 
assistance before all his difficulties could be over- 
come. At length he clambeied into the black war- 
saddle on which he was to have cairied terror into 
the ranks of the Mexicans. 

^ Get up/' said Tdte Rouge ; ^ come now, go along, 
will you?" 

The mule walked deliberately forward out of the 
gate. Her recent conduct had inspired him witli so 
much awe that he never dared to touch her with his 
whip. We trotted forward towards the place of meet- 
ing; but before we had gone &r, we saw that Ttte 
Rouge's mule, who perfectly undeistood her rider, 
had stopped and was quietly grazing, in spite of his 
protestations, at some distance behind. So getting 
behind him, we drove him and the contumacious 
mule before us, until we could see through the twi- 
light the gleaming of a distant fire. Munroe, Jim, 
and Ellis were lying around it; their saddles, packs, 
and weapons were scattered about, and their horses 
picketed near them. Deslauriers was there too with 
our little cart. Anol^r fire was soon blazing. We 
invited our new allies to take a cup of coffee with us. 
When both the others had gone over to their side of 
the camp, Jim Gumey still stood by theUaze, puffing 
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hard at his little Uaok pipe, as short and weather- 
beaten as himself. 

^Well," he said, ^heie are eight of ns; we '11 call 
it six — for them two boobies, Ellis over yonder, and 
that new man of yours, won't oonnt for anything. 
We 'U get through well enough, never fear for that, 
unless the Comanches happen to get foul of us." 



CHAPTER XXm. 

INDIAN ATiABMR 

Wb began our journey for the settlements on the 
twenty-eeyenth of August, and certainly a more raga- 
muffin cavalcade never was seen on the banks of the 
Upper Arkansas. Of the large and fine horses with 
which we had left the frontier in the spring, not one 
remained: we had supplied their place with the 
rough breed of the prairie, as hardy as mules and 
almost as ugly; we had also with us a number of the 
latter detestable animals* In spite of their strength 
and hardihood, several of the band were already 
worn down by hard service and hard fare, and as 
none of them were shod, they were fast becoming 
footsore. Every horse and mule had a cord of 
twisted bull-hide coiled about his neck, which by no 
means added to the beauty of his appearance. Our 
saddles and all our equipments were worn and bat- 
tered, and our weapons had become dull and rusty. 
The dress of the riders corresponded with the dilapi- 
dated furniture of our horses, and of the whole party 
none made a more disreputable appearance than my 
friend and L Shaw had for an upper garment an 
old red flannel shirt, flying open in front, and belted 
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around him like a frock ; while I, in absence of other 
clothing, was attired in a time-worn suit of buck- 
skin. 

Thus, happy and careless as so many beggars, we 
crept slowly from day to day along the monotonous 
banks of the Arkansas. T6te Rouge gave constant 
trouble, for he could never catch his mule, saddle 
her, or indeed do anything else without assistance. 
Every day he had some new ailment, real or imagi- 
nary, to complain of. At one moment he would be 
woe-begone and disconsolate, and at the next he 
would be visited with a violent flow of spirits, to 
which he could only give vent by incessant laughing, 
whistling, and telling stories. When other resources 
failed, we used to amuse ourselves by tormenting 
him; a fair compensation for the trouble he cost us. 
TSte Rouge rather enjoyed being laughed at, for he 
was an odd compound of weakness, eccentricity, and 
good-nature. He made a figure worthy of a painter 
as he paced along before us, perched on the back of 
his mule, and enveloped in a huge buffalo-robe coat, 
which some charitable person had given him at the 
fort. This extraordinary garment, which would have 
contained two men of his size, he chose, for some 
reason best known to himself, to wear inside out, and 
he never took it off, even in the hottest weather. It 
was fluttering all over with seams and tatters, and 
the hide was so old and rotten that it broke out every 
day in a new place. Just at the top of it a large pile 
of red curls was visible, with his little cap set jauntily 
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upon one side, to give him a militaiy air. His seat 
in the saddle was no less lemarkable than his peison 
and equipment. He pressed one leg close against his 
mule's side, and thmst the other out at aji angle of 
forty-five degrees. His trousers were decorated with 
a militaiy red stripe, of which he was extremely vain ; 
but being much too short, the whole length of his 
boots was usually visible below them. His blanket, 
loosely rolled up into a large bundle, dangled at the 
back of his saddle, where he carried it tied with a 
string. Four or five times a day it would fall to the 
ground. Every few minutes he would drop his pipe, 
his knife, his flint and steel, or a piece of tobacco, 
and scramble down to pick them up. In doing this 
he would contrive to get in everybody's way; and as 
most of the party were by no means remarkable for a 
fastidious choice of language, a storm of anathemas 
would be showered upon him, half in earnest and 
half in jest, until Tdte Rouge would declare that 
there was no comfort in life, and that he never saw 
such fellows before. 

Only a day or two after leaving Bent's Fort, 
Henry Chatillon rode forward to hunt, and took Ellis 
along with him. After they had been some time 
absent we saw them coming down the hill, driving 
three diagoon-horses, which had escaped from their 
owners on the march, or perhaps had given out and 
been abandoned. One of them was in tolerable 
condition, but the others were much emaciated 
and severely bitten by the wolves. Reduced as they 
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were, we carried two of them to the settlements, and 
Henry exchanged the third with the Arapahoes for 
an excellent mule. 

On the day after, when we had stopped to rest at 
noon, a long train of Santa F^ wagons came up and 
trailed slowly past us in their picturesque procession. 
They belonged to a trader named Magoffin, whose 
brother, with a number of other men, came and sat 
down with us on the gnuss. The news they brought 
was not of the most pleasing complexion. According 
to their accounts, the trail below was in a very 
dangerous state. They had repeatedly detected 
Indians prowling at night around their camps; and 
the large parly which had left Bent's Fort a few 
weeks before us had been attacked, and a man 
named Swan, from Massachusetts, had been killed. 
His companions had buried the body; but when 
Magoffin found his grave, which was near a place 
called **The Caches,'' the Indians had dug up and 
scalped him, and the wolves had shockingly mangled 
his remains. As an offset to this intelligence, thqr 
gave us the welcome information that the buffalo 
were numerous at a few days' journey below. 

On the next afternoon, as we moved along the 
bank of the river, we saw the white tops of wagons 
on the horizon. It was some hours before we met 
them, when they proved to be a train of clumsy ox- 
wagons, quite different from the rakish vehicles of 
the Santa F^ traders, and loaded with government 
stores for the troops. They all stopped, and the 
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driveis gathered around us in a crowd. Many of 
them were mere boys, fresh from the plough. In 
respect to the state of the trail, they confirmed all 
that the Santa F^ men had told us. In passing 
between the Pawnee Fork and the Caches, their 
sentinels had fired every night at real or imaginaiy 
Indians. They said also that Ewing, a young Ken- 
tuckian in the party that had gone down before us, 
had shot an Indian who was prowling at evening 
about the camp. Some of them advised us to torn 
back, and others to hasten forward as fast as we could; 
but they all seemed in such a state of feverish anxiety 
and so little capable of cool judgment, that we 
attached slight weight to what they said. They next 
gave us a more definite piece of intelligence : a large 
village of Arapahoes was encamped on the river 
below. They represented them to be friendly; but 
some distinction was to be made between a party of 
thirty men, travelling with oxen, which are of no 
value in an Indian's eyes, and a mere handful like 
ourselves, with a tempting band o& mules and horses. 
Early in the afternoon of the next day, looking 
along the horizon before us, we saw that at one point 
it was faintly marked with pale indentations, like the 
teeth of a saw. The distant lodges of the Arapahoes, 
rising between us and the sky, caused this singular 
appearance. It wanted still two or three hours of 
sunset when we came opposite their camp. There 
were full two hundred lodges standing in the midst 
of a grassy meadow at some distance beyond the 
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river, while for a mile around on both banks of the 
Arkansas were scattered some fifteen hundred horses 
and mules, grazing together in bands, or wandering 
singly about the prairie. The whole were visible 
at once, for the vast expanse was unbroken by hills, 
and there was not a tree or a bush to intercept the 
view. 

Here and there walked an Indian, engaged in 
watching the horses. No sooner did we see them 
than TSte Rouge begged Deslauriers to stop the cart 
and hand him his military jacket, which was stowed 
away there. In this he invested himself, having for 
once laid the old buffalo-coat aside, assumed a mar- 
tial posture in the saddle, set his cap over his left 
eye with an air of defiance, and earnestly entreated 
that somebody would lend him a gun or a pistol only 
for half an hour. Being called upon to explain these 
proceedings, T6te Rouge observed, that he knew from 
experience what effect the presence of a military man 
in his uniform always has upon the mind of an Indian, 
and he thought the Arapahoes ought to know that 
there was a soldier in the parly. 

Meeting Arapahoes here on the Arkansas was a 
very different thing from meeting the same Indians 
among their native mountains. There was another 
circumstance in our favor. General Kearney had 
seen them a few weeks before, as he came up the 
river with his army, and, renewing his threats of the 
previous year, he told them that if they ever again 
touched the hair of a white man's head he would 
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exterminate iheir nation. This* placed them for the 
time in an admirable frame of mind, and the effect of 
his menacee had not yet disappeared. I wished to 
see the village and its inhabitants. We thought it 
also our best policy to visit them openly, as if unsus- 
picious of any hostile design ; and Shaw and I, with 
Henry Chatillon, prepared to cross the river. The 
rest of the party meanwhile moved forward as fast as 
they could, in order to get as far as possible from our 
suspicious neighbors before night came on. 

The Arkansas at this point, and for several hun- 
dred miles below, is nothing but a broad sand-bed, 
over which glide a few scanty threads of water, now 
and then expanding into wide shallows. At several 
places, during the autumn, the water sinks into the 
sand and disappears altogether. At this season, 
were it not for the numerous quicksands, the river 
might be forded almost an3rwhere without difficulty, 
though its channel is often a quarter of a mile wide. 
Our horses jumped down the bank, and wading 
through ^e water, or galloping freely over the hard 
sand-beds, soon reached the other side. Here, as we 
were pushing through the tall grass, we saw several 
Indians not far off; one of them waited until we 
came up, and stood for some moments in perfect 
silence before us, looking at us askance with his little 
snake-like eyes. Henry explained by signs what we 
wanted, and the Indian, gathering his buffalo-robe 
about his shoulders, led the way towards the village 
witliout speaking a word. 
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The langnage of the Arapahoes is so difficult, and 
its pronunciation so harsh and guttural, that no 
white man, it is said, has ever been able to master it* 
Even Maxwell, the trader who has been most among 
fhem, is compelled to resort to the curious sign- 
language common to most of the prairie tribes. With 
this sign-language Henry Chatillon was perfectly 
acquainted. 

Approaching the village, we found the ground 
strewn with piles of waste buffalo-meat in incredible 
quantities. The lodges were pitched in a circle. 
They resembled those of the Dahcotah in everything 
but cleanliness. Passing between two of them, we 
entered the great circular area of the camp, and 
instantly hundreds of Indians, men, women, and 
children, came flocking out of their habitations to 
look at us; at the same time, the dogs all around the 
village set up a discordant baying. Our Indian guide 
walked towards the lodge of the chief. Here we 
dismounted; and loosening the traU-ropes from our 
horses' necks, held them fast as we sat down before 
the entrance, with our rifles laid across our laps. 
The chief came out and shook us by the hand. He 
was a mean-looking fellow, very tall, thin-visaged, 
and sinewy, like the rest of the nation, and with 
scarcely a vestige of clothing. We had not been 
seated a moment before a multitude of Indians came 
crowding around us from every part of the village, 
and we were shut in by a dense wall of savage &ces. 
Some of our visitors crouched around us on the 
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ground; others sat behind them; others, stooping, 
looked over their heads; while many more stood 
behind, peering over each other's shoulders, to get a 
view of us. I looked in vain among this throng of 
faces to discover one manly or generous expression ; 
all were wolfish, sinister, and malignant, and their 
complexions, as well as their features, unlike those 
of the Dahcotah, were exceedingly bad. The chief, 
who sat close to the entrance, called to a squaw 
within the lodge, who soon came out and placed a 
wooden bowl of meat before us. To our surprise, 
however, no pipe was offered. Having tasted of the 
meat as a matter of form, I began to open a bundle 
of presents, — tobacco, knives, vermilion, and other 
articles which I had brought with me. At this there 
was a grin on every countenance in the rapacious 
crowd; their eyes began to glitter, and long thin 
arms were eagerly stretched towards us on all sides 
to receive the gifts. 

The Arapahoes set great value upon their shields, 
which they transmit carefully from father to son. I 
wished to get one of them; and displaying a large 
piece of scarlet cloth, together with some tobacco 
and a knife, I offered them to any one who would 
bring me what I wanted. After some delay a toler- 
able shield was produced. They were very anxious 
to know what we meant to do with it, and Henry 
told them that we were going to fight their enemies 
the Pawnees. This instantly produced a visible 
impression in our favor, which was increased by the 
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distribution of the presents. Among these was a 
large paper of awls, a gift appropriate to the women; 
and as we were anxious to see the beauties of the 
Arapahoe village, Henry requested that they might 
be called to receive them. A warrior gave a shout, 
as if he were calling a pack of dogs together. The 
squaws, young and old, hags of eighty and girls of 
sixteen, came running with screams and laughter out 
of the lodges ; and as the men gave way for them, 
they gathered round us and stretched out their arms, 
grinning with delight, their native ugliness consider- 
ably enhanced by the excitement of the moment. 

Mounting our horses, which during the whole 
interview we had held close to us, we prepared to 
leave the Arapahoes. The crowd fell back on each 
side, and stood looking on. When we were half 
across the camp an idea occurred to us. The 
Pawnees were probably in the neighborhood of the 
Caches; we might tell the Arapahoes of this, and 
instigate them to send down a war-party and cut 
them off, while we ourselves could remain behind 
for a while and hunt the buffalo. At first thought, 
this plan of setting our enemies to destroy one another 
seemed to us a master-piece of policy; but we imme- 
diately recollected that should we meet the Arapahoe 
warriors on the river below, they might prove quite 
as dangerous as the Pawnees themselves. So reject- 
ing our plan as soon as it presented itself, we passed 
out of the village on the farther side. We urged 
our horses rapidly through the tall grass, which rose 
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to their necks. Several Indians were walking through 
it' at a distance, their heads just yisihie above its 
waving surface. It bore a kind of seed, as sweet and 
nutritious as oats ; and our hungry horses, in spite of 
whip and rein, could not resist the temptation of 
snatching at this unwonted luxury as we passed along. 
When about a mile from the village, I turned and 
looked back over the undulating ocean of grass. The 
sun was just set; the western sky was all in a glow, 
and sharply defined against it, on the extreme verge 
of the plain, stood the clustered lodges of the Arapahoe 
camp. 

Reaching the bank of the river, we followed it for 
some distance farther, until we discerned through 
the twilight the white covering of our little cart on 
the opposite bank. When we reached it we found 
a considerable number of Indians there before us. 
Four or five of them were seated in a row upon the 
ground, looking like so many half-starved vultures. 
Tdte Rouge, in his uniform, was holding a close 
colloquy with another by the side of the cart. Find- 
ing his signs and gesticulation of no avail, he tried 
to make the Indian understand him by repeating 
English words very loudly and distinctly again and 
again. The Indian sat with his eye fixed steadily 
upon him, and in spite of the rigid immobility of his 
features, it was clear at a glance that he perfectly 
understood and despised his military companion. 
The exhibition was more amusing than politic, and 
Tdte Rouge was directed to finish what he had to say 
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88 soon 88 possible. Thus rebuked, he crept under 
the cart and sat down there ; Henry Chatillon stooped 
to look at him in his retirement, and remarked in his 
qniet manner that an Indian would kill ten such men 
and laugh all the time. 

One by one our visitors arose and stalked away. 
As the darkness thickened we were saluted by dis- 
mal sounds. The wolves are incredibly numerous 
in this part of the country, and the offal around the 
Arapahoe camp had drawn such multitudes of them 
together that several hundreds were howling in con- 
cert in our immediate neighborhood. There was an 
island in the river, or rather an oasis in the midst of 
the sands, at about the distance of a gun-shot, and 
here they seemed to be gathered in the greatest num- 
bers. A horrible discord of low mournful wailings, 
mingled with ferocious howls, arose from it inces- 
santly for several hours after sunset. We could dis- 
tinctly see the wolves running about the prairie 
within a few rods of our fire, or bounding over the 
sand-beds of the river and splashing through the 
water. There was not the slightest danger from 
them, for they are the greatest cowards on the 
prairie. 

In respect to the human wolves in our neighbor- 
hood, we felt much less at our ease. That night 
each man spread his buffalo-robe upon the ground 
with his loaded rifle laid at his side or clasped in his 
arms. Our horses were picketed so close around us 
that one of them repeatedly stepped over me as I lay. 
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We were not in the habit of placing a guard, but 
eveiy man was anxious and watchful: there was little 
sound sleeping in camp, and some one of the party 
was on his feet during the greater part of the night. 
For myself, I lay alternately waking and dozing until 
midnight. T6te Rouge was reposing close to the 
river-bank, and about this time, when half asleep and 
half awake, I was conscious that he shifted his posi- 
tion and crept on all-fours Under the cart Soon 
after I fell into a sound sleep, from which I was 
roused by a hand shaking me by the shoulder. 
Looking up, I saw T6te Rouge stooping oyer me 
with a pale &ce and dilated eyes. 

** What 's the matter? " said I. 

TSte Rouge declared that as he lay on the river- 
bank, something caught his eye which excited his 
suspicions. So creeping under the cart for safety's 
sake, he sat there and watched, when he saw two 
Indians, wrapped in white robes, creep up the bank, 
seize upon two horses and lead them off. He looked 
so frightened and told his story in such a disconnected 
manner that I did not believe him, and was unwilling 
to alarm the party. Still, it might be true, and in 
that case the matter required instant attention. So, 
directing TSte Rouge to show me which way the 
Indians had gone, I took my rifle, in obedience to a 
thoughtless impulse, and left the camp. I followed 
the river-bank for two or three hundred yards, listen- 
ing and looking anxiously on every side. In the 
dark prairie on the right I could discern nothing to 
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excite alarm; and in the dusky bed of the river, a 
wolf was bounding along in a manner which no Indian 
could imitate. I retained to the camp, and when 
within sight of it, saw that the whole party was 
aroused. Shaw called out to me that he had counted 
the horses, and that every one of them was in his 
place. TSte Rouge, being examined as to what he 
had seen, only repeated his former story with many 
asseverations, and insisted that two horses were 
certainly carried off. At this Jim Gumey declared 
that he was crazy; TSte Rouge indignantly denied 
the charge, on which Jim appealed to us. As we 
declined to give our judgment on so delicate a matter, 
the dispute grew hot between Tdte Rouge and his 
accuser, until he was directed to go to bed and not 
alarm the camp again if he saw the whole Arapahoe 
village coming. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE CHASE. 

The country before ns was now thronged with 
buffalo, and a sketch of the manner of hunting them 
will not be out^ of place. There are two methods 
commonly practised, ^running" and '^approaching.'' 
The chase on horseback, which goes by the name of 
^running," is the more violent and dashing mode of 
the two, that is to say, when the buffalo are in one 
of their wild moods ; for otherwise it is tame enough. 
A practised and skilful hunter, well mounted, will 
sometimes kill five or six cows in a single chase, 
loading his gun again and again as his horse rushes 
through the tumult. In attacking a small band of 
buffalo, or in separating a single animal from the 
herd and assailing it apart from the rest, there is less 
excitement and less danger. In fact, the animals are 
at times so stupid and lethargic tiiat there is little 
sport in killing them. With a bold and well-trained 
horse the hunter may ride so close to the buffalo that 
as they gallop side by side he may touch him with 
his hand; nor is there much danger in this as long as 
the buffalo's strength and breath continue unabated; 
but when he becomes tired and can no longer run 
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with ease, when his tongae lolls out and the foam 
flies from his jaws, then the hnnter had better keep a 
more respectful distance; the distressed bmte may 
torn npon him at any instant; and especially at the 
moment when he fires his gnn. The horse then leaps 
aside, and the hnnter has need of a tenacious seat in 
the saddle, for if he is thrown to the ground there is 
no hope for him. When he sees his attack defeated, 
the buffalo resumes his flight, but if the shot is well 
directed he soon stops ; for a few moments he stands 
still, then totters and falls heavily upon the prairie. 

The chief difficulty in running buffalo, as it seems 
to me, is that of loading the gun or pistol at full 
gallop. Many hunters for conyenience* sake cany 
three or four bullets in the mouth; the powder is 
poured down the muzzle of the piece, the bullet 
dropped in after it, the stock struck hard upon the 
pommel of the saddle, and the work is done. The 
danger of this is obvious. Should the blow on 
the pommel fail to send the bullet home, or should 
the bullet, in the act of aiming, start from its place 
and roll towards the muzzle, the gun would probably 
burst in discharging. Many a shattered hand and 
worse casualties besides have been the result of such 
an accident. To obviate it, some hunters make use 
of a ramrod, usually hung by a string from the neck, 
but this materially increases the difficulty of loading. 
The bows and arrows which the Indians use in run- 
ning buffalo have many advantages over firearms, 
and even white men occasionally employ them. 
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The danger of the chafle arises not so much from 
the onset of the wounded animal as from the nature 
of the ground which the hunter must ride over. The 
prairie does not always present a smooth, level, and 
uniform surface; yery often it is broken with hills 
and hollows, intersected by ravines, and in the 
remoter parts studded by the stiff wild-sage bushes. 
The most formidable obstructions, however, are the 
burrows of wild animals, wolves, badgers, and par- 
ticularly prairie-dogs, with whose holes the ground 
for a very great extent is frequently honeycombed. 
In the blindness of the chase the hunter rushes over 
it uncbnscious of danger; his horse, at full career, 
thrusts his leg deep into one of the burrows; the 
bone snaps, the rider is hurled forward to the ground 
and probably killed. Yet accidents in buffalo run- 
ning happen less frequently than one would suppose ; 
in the recklessness of the chase, the hunter enjoys 
all the impunity of a drunken man, and may ride in 
safety over gullies and declivities, where, should he 
attempt to pass in his sober senses, he would infallibly 
break his neck. 

The method of ^approaching," being practised on 
foot, has many advantages over that of ^^ running;" 
in the former, one neither breaks down his horse nor 
endangers his own life; he must be cool, collected, 
and watchful; must understand the buffalo, observe 
the features of the country and the course of the 
wind, and be well skilled in using the rifle. The 
buffalo are strange animals; sometimes they are so 
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stupid and infatuated that a man may walk up to 
them in full sight on the open prairie, and even shoot 
seyeral of their number before the rest will think it 
necessary to retreat. At another moment they will 
be so shy and wary that in order to approach them 
the utmost skill, experience, and judgpnent are neces- 
sary. Kit Carson, I belieye, stands pre-eminent in 
running buffalo; in approaching, no man living can 
bear away the palm from Henry Chatillon. 

After T6te Rouge had alarmed the camp, no 
&rther disturbance occurred during the night. The 
Arapahoes did not attempt mischief, or if they did 
the wakefulness of the party deterred them from 
effecting their purpose. The next day was one of 
activity and excitement, for about ten o'clock the 
man in advance shouted the gladdening cry of buffalo, 
buffalo ! and in the hollow of the prairie just below 
us, a band of bulls were grazing. The temptation 
was irresistible, and Shaw and I rode down upon 
them. We were badly mounted on our travelling 
horses, but by hard lashing we overtook them, and 
Shaw, running alongside a bull, shot into him both 
balls of his double-barrelled gun. Looking round as 
I galloped by, I saw the bull in his mortal fury rush- 
ing again and again upon his antagonist, whose horse 
constantiy leaped aside, and avoided the onset. My 
chase was more protracted, but at length I ran close 
to the bull and killed him with my pistols. Cutting 
off the tails of our victims by way of trophy, we 
rejoined the party in about a quarter of an hour after 
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we had left it. Again and again that morning rang 

ft 

out the same welcome cry of buffalo^ buffalo I Every 
few moments, in the broad meadows along the river, 
we saw bands of bulls, who, raising their shaggy 
heads, would gaze in stupid amazement at the ap- 
proaching horsemen, and then breaking into a clumsy 
gallop, file off in a long line across the trail in front, 
towards the rising prairie on the left. At noon, the 
plain before us was alive with thousands of bufhlo, 
— bulls, cows, and calves, — all moving rapidly as we 
drew near; and far off beyond the river the swelling 
prairie was darkened with them to the very horizon. 
The party was in gayer spirits than ever. We 
stopped for a nooning near a grove of trees by the 
river. 

^'Tongues and hump-ribs to-morrow, " said Shaw, 
looking with contempt at the venison steaks which 
Deslauriers placed before us. Our meal finished, we 
lay down to sleep. A shout from Henry Chatillon 
aroused us, and we saw him standing on the cart- 
wheel, stretching his tall figure to its full height, 
while he looked towards the prairie beyond the river. 
Following the direction of his eyes, we could clearly 
distinguish a large dark object, like the black shadow 
of a cloud, passing rapidly over swell after swell of 
the distant plain; behind it followed another of 
similar appearance, though smaller, moving more 
rapidly, and drawing closer and closer to the first. 
It was the hunters of the Arapahoe camp chasing a 
band of buffalo. Shaw and I caught and saddled our 
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best horses, and went plunging througli sand and 
water to the farther bank. We were too late. The 
hunters had already mingled with the herd, and the 
work of slaughter was nearly over. When we reached 
the ground we found it strewn &r and near with 
numberless carcasses, while the remnants of the herd, 
scattered in all directions, were flying away in terror, 
and the Indians still rushing in pursuit. Many of 
the hunters, however, remained upon the spot, and 
among the rest was our yesterday^s acquaintance, the 
chief of the village. He had alighted by the side of 
a cow, into which he had shot five or six arrows, and 
his squaw, who had followed him on horseback to the 
hunt, was giving him a draught of water from a can- 
teen, purchased or plundered from some volunteer 
soldier. Recrossing the river, we overtook the party, 
who were alr^dy on their way. 

We had gone scarcely a mile when we saw an 
imposing spectacle. From the river-bank on the 
right, away over the swelling prairie on the left, and 
in front as &r as the eye could reach, was one vast 
host of buffalo. The outskirts of the herd were 
within a quarter of a mile. In many parts they were 
crowded so densely together that in the distance their 
rounded backs presented a surface of uniform black- 
ness; but elsewhere they were more scattered, and 
from amid the multitude rose little columns of dust 
where some of them were rolling on the ground. 
Here and there a battle was going forward among the 

buUs. We could distinctly see them rushing again£(t 
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each other, and hear the clattering of their horns and 
their hoarse bellowing. Shaw was riding at some 
distance in advance, with Heniy Chatillon; I saw 
him stop and draw ^^ leather covering from his gon. 
With soch a sight before ns, bat one thing conld be 
thought oL That morning I had used pistols in the 
chase. I had now a mind to tiy the virtue of a gun. 
DeslauiieiB had one, and I rode up to the side of the 
cart; there he sat under the white covering, bit- 
ing his pipe between his teeth and grinning with 
excitement. 

^Lend me your gun, Deslauriers." 

^Oui, Monsieur, oui," said Deslauriers, tagging 
with might and main to stop the mule, which seemed 
obstinately bent on going forward. Then everything 
but his moccasons disappeared as he crawled into the 
cart and pulled at the gun to extricate it. 

''Is it loaded?" Tasked. 

^ Oui, Uen charg^ ; you '11 kill, mon bourgeois ; 
yes, you'll kill — c'est un bon fusil." 

I handed him my rifle and rode forward to Shaw. 

"Are you ready?" he asked. 

''Come on," said I. 

"Keep down that hollow," said Henry, "and then 
they won't see you till you get close to them." 

The hollow was a kind of wide ravine; it ran 
obliquely towards the buffalo, and we rode at a canter 
along the bottom until it became too shallow; then 
we bent close to our horses' necks, and, at last, 
finding that it could no longer conceal us, came out 
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of it and rode directly towards the herd. It was 
within gunshot; before its outskirts, numerous grizzly 
old bulls were scattered, holding guard over their 
females. They glared at us in anger and astonish- 
ment, walked towards us a few yards, and then turn- 
ing slowly round, retreated at a trot which afterwards 
broke into a clumsy gallop. In an instant the main 
body caught the alarm. The buffalo began to crowd 
away from the point towards which we were approach- 
ing, and a gap was opened in the side of the herd. 
We entered it, still restraining our excited horses. 
Every instant the tumult was thickening. The 
buffalo, pressing together in large bodies, crowded 
away from us on every hand. In front and on either 
side we could see dark colimms and masses, half 
hidden by clouds of dust, rushing along in terror and 
confusion, and hear the tramp and clattering of ten 
thousand hoofs. That countless multitude of power- 
ful brutes, ignorant of their own strength, were flying 
in a panic from the approach of two feeble horsemen. 
To remain quiet longer was impossible. 

"Take that band on the left," said Shaw; "I'll 
take these in front." 

He sprang off, and I saw no more of him. A 
heavy Indian whip was fastened by a band to my 
wrist; I swung it into the air and lashed my horse's 
flank with all the strength of my arm. Away she 
darted, stretehing close to the ground. I could see 
nothing but a cloud of dust before me, but I knew 
tiiat it concealed a band of many hundreds of buffalo. 
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In a moment I was in the midst of the cloud, half 
suffocated by the dust and stunned by the trampling 
of the flying herd; but I was drunk with the chase 
and cared for nothing but the buffalo. Very soon a 
long dark mass became visible, looming through the 
dust; then I could distinguish each bulky carcass, 
the hoo& flying out beneath, the short tails held 
rigidly erect. In a moment I was so close that I 
could have touched them with my gun. Suddenly, to 
my amazementi the hoo& were jerked upwards, the 
tails flourished in the air, and amid a cloud of dust 
the buffalo seemed to sink into the earth before me. 
One vivid impression of tiiat instant remains upon my 
mind. I remember looking down upon the backs of 
several buffalo dunly visible through the dust. We 
had run unawares upon a ravine. At that moment I 
was not the most accurate judge of depth and width, 
but when I passed it on my return, I found it about 
twelve feet deep and not quite twice as wide at the 
bottom. It was impossible to stop; I would have 
done so gladly if I could; so, half sliding, half plun- 
ging, down went the little mare. She came down on 
her knees in the loose sand at the bottom; I was 
pitched forward against her neck and nearly thrown 
over her head among the buffalo, who amid dust and 
confusion came tumbling in all around. The mare 
was on her feet in an instant and scrambling like a 
cat up the opposite side. I thought for a moment 
that she would have fallen back and crushed me, but 
with a violent effort she clambered out and gained 
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the hard prairie above. Glancing hack, I saw the 
huge head of a bull clinging as it were by the forefeet 
at the edge of the dusty gulf. At length I was fairly 
among the buffalo. They were less densely crowded 
than before, and I could see nothing but bulls, who 
always run at the rear of a herd to protect their 
females. As I passed among them they would lower 
their heads, and turning as they ran, try to gore my 
horse ; but as they were already at full speed there 
was no force in their onset, and as Pauline ran faster 
than they, they were always thrown behind her in 
the effort. I soon began to distinguish cows amid 
the throng. One just in front of me seemed to my 
liking, and I pushed close to her side. Dropping the 
reins, I fired, holding the muzzle of the gun within a 
foot of her shoulder. Quick as lightning she sprang 
at Pauline ; the little mare dodged the attack, and I 
lost sight of the wounded animal amid the tumult. 
Immediately after, I selected another, and urging 
forward Pauline, shot into her both pistols in succes- 
sion. For a while I kept her in view, but in attempt- 
ing to load my gun, lost sight of her also in the 
confusion. Believing her to be mortally wounded 
and unable to keep up with the herd, I checked my 
horse. The crowd rushed onwards. The dust and 
tumult passed away, and on the prairie, &r behind 
the rest, I saw a solitary buffalo galloping heavily. 
In a moment I and my victim were running side by 
side. My firearms were all empty, and I had in 
my pouch nothing but rifle bullets, too large for the 
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pistols and too small for the gun. I loaded the gun, 
bawevet^ but as often as I lerelled it to fire, the 
bollets woold loU oat of the mozzle and the gon 
letmned ool j a report Hke a 8q[iEib^ as the powder 
haimlessl J exploded. I rode in front of the buffalo 
and tried to tain her back; bat her eyes glared, her 
mane bristled, and, lowering her head, she inshed at 
me with the atmost fierceness and activity. Again 
and again I rode before her, and again and again she 
repeated her forioos charge. Bat little Pauline was 
in her element. She dodged her enemj at ererj 
rush, until at length the buffalo stood still, exhausted 
with her own efforts, her tongue lolling from her jaws. 
Riding to a little distance, I dismounted, thinking 
to gather a handful of dij grass to serve the purpose 
of wadding, and load the gun at mj leisure. No 
sooner were my feet on the ground than the buffalo 
came bounding in such a rage towards me that I 
jumped back again into the saddle with all possible 
despatch. After waiting a few minutes more, I 
made an attempt to ride up and stab her with my 
knife; but Pauline was near bemg gored in the 
attempt. At length, bethinking me of the fringes at 
the seams of my buckskin trousers, I jerked off a 
few of them, and, reloading the gun, forced them 
down the barrel to keep the bullet in its place; then 
approaching, I shot the wounded buffalo through the 
heart. Sinking to her knees, she rolled over lifeless 
on the prairie. To my astonishment, I found that, 
instead of a cow, I had been slaughtering a stout 
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yearling bull. No longer wondering at his fierceness, 
I opened his throat, and cutting out his tongpie, tied 
it at the back of my saddle. My mistake was one 
which a more experienced eye than mine might easily 
make in the dust and confusion of such a chase. 

Then for the first time I had leisure to look at the 
scene around me. The prairie in front was darkened 
with the retreating multitude, and on either hand 
the buffalo came filing up in endless columns from 
the low plains upon the river. The Arkansas was 
three or four miles distant. I turned and moved 
slowly towards it. A long time passed before, far in 
the distance, I distinguished the white covering of 
the cart and the littie black specks of horsemen before 
and behind it. Drawing near, I recognized Shaw's 
elegant tunic, the red flannel shirt, conspicuous far 
off. I overtook the party, and asked him what suc- 
cess he had had. He had assailed a fat cow, shot 
her with two bullets, and mortally wounded her. 
But neither of us was prepared for the chase that 
afternoon, and Shaw, like myself, had no spare 
*bullet8 in his pouch; so he abandoned the disabled 
animal to Heniy Chatillon, who followed, despatched 
her with his rifle, and loaded his horse with the 
meat. 

We encamped close to the river. The night was 
dark, and as we lay down we could hear, mingled 
with the bowlings of wolves, the hoarse bellowing of 
the buffalo, like the ocean beating upon a distant 
coast. 



CHAPTER 33T. 



5*^ fjoit ilk like camp mm note inxv^ ^laxi Jinx 
and BO one half lo fazrai EZa. 
two tha» wai a gnat an&padij. 



ifttmd m the moning imtil be wai cccpelLed. bat 
Jim was always oa bis feet befoe dajfareak; axui diiB 
morning aa nsoal the soozjd d bis Toice awakened 
tti<; fartj. 

**Gi5rt op, yr>a booby! up witb yoa now, Toa*ie 
fit fr^ lyALing Ixxt eatzi^ and sleepizig. Stopyoor 
gmmUing and come oat of tbat biiffalo-iofae» or I H 
poll it off for jocl" 

Jim^s words were inteispeiBed witb Bmneroos 
exptetires, wbkb gare tiiem great additicnai effect. 
Ellis drawled oat someibii^ in a nasal tone bant 
among the folds of bis baffalo-robe; tben slowly dis- 
engaged bimselfy rose into a sittii^ postoie, stretebed 
bis long arms, yawned bideoosly, and, finally raising 
bis tall person erects stood stani^ about bim to all 
the fonr qoarters of tbe borizon. Deslaarieis's fire 
was soon blazing, and tbe borses and moles, loosened 
from their picketB, were feeding on Hie neighboring 
meadow. When we sat down to breakfast the prairie 
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was still in the dusky light of moining; and as the 
sun rose we weie mounted and on our way again. 

^ A white buffalo I " exclaimed Munroe. 

"I '11 have that £ellow," said Shaw, "if I run my 
hoise to death after him." 

He threw the cover of his gun to Deslauriers and 
galloped out upon the prairie. 

" Stop, Mr. Shaw, stop I " called out Heniy Chatil- 
lon, "you'll run down your horse for nothing; it's 
only a white ox." 

But Shaw was already out of hearing. The ox, 
which had no doubt strayed away from some of the 
govenmient wagon trains, was standing beneath some 
low hills which bounded the plain in the distance. 
Not far from him a band of veritable buffalo bulls 
were grazing; and startled at Shaw's approach, they 
all broke into a run, and went scrambling up the hiU- 
sides to gain the high prairie above. One of them in 
his haste and terror involved himself in a fatal catas- 
trophe. Along the foot of the hills was a narrow 
strip of deep marshy soil, into which the bull plunged 
and hopelessly entangled himself. We all rode to 
the spot. The huge carcass was half sunk in the 
mud, which flowed to his very chin, and his shaggy 
mane was outspread upon the surface. As we came 
near, the buU began to struggle with convulsive 
strength; he writhed to and fro, and in the energy of 
his fright and desperation would lift himself for a 
moment half out of the slough, while the reluctant 
mire returned a sucking sound as he strained to drag 
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his limbs from its tenacious depths. We stimulated 
his exertions by getting behind him and twisting his 
tail ; nothing would do. There was clearly no hope 
for him. After eveiy effort his heaving sides were 
more deeply imbedded, and the mire almost over- 
flowed his nostrils ; he lay still at length, and look- 
ing round at us with a furious eye, seemed to resign 
himself to his fate. Ellis slowly dismounted, and, 
levelling his boasted yager, shot the old bull through 
the heart; then lazily climbed back again to his seat, 
pluming himself no doubt on having actually killed 
a buffalo. That day the invincible yager drew blood 
for the first and last time during the whole journey. 

The morning was a bright and gay one, and the 
air so clear that on the farthest horizon the outline of 
the pale blue prairie was sharply drawn against the 
sky. Shaw was in the mood for hunting ; he rode in 
advance of the party, and before long we saw a file 
of bulls galloping at full speed upon a green swell of 
the prairie at some distance in front. Shaw came 
scouring along behind them, arrayed in his red shirt, 
which looked very well in the distance; he gained 
fast on the fugitives, and as the foremost bull was 
disappearing behind the summit of the swell, we saw 
him in the act of assailing the hindmost; a smoke 
sprang from the muzzle of his gun and floated away 
before the wind like a little white cloud; the bull 
turned upon him, and just then the rising ground 
concealed them both from view. 

We were moving forward until about noon, when 
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we stopped by the side of the Arkansas. At that 
moment Shaw appeared riding slowly down the side 
of a distant hill ; his horse was tired and jaded, and 
when he threw his saddle upon the ground, I observed 
that the tails of two bulls were dangling behind it. 
No sooner were the horses turned loose to feed than 
Henry, asking Munroe to go with him, took his rifle 
and walked quietly away. Shaw, T§te Rouge, and 
I sat down by the side of the cart to discuss the dinner 
which Deslauriers placed before us, and we had 
scarcely finished when we saw Munroe walking 
towards us along the river-bank. Henry, he said, 
had killed four fat cows, and had sent him back for 
horses to bring in the meat. Shaw took a horse for 
himself and another for Henry, and he and Munroe 
left the camp together. After a short absence all 
three of them came back, their horses loaded with 
the choicest parts of the meat We kept two of the 
cows for ourselves, and gave the others to Munroe 
and his companions. Deslauriers seated himself on 
the grass before the pile of meat, and worked Indus- 
triously for some time to cut it into thin broad sheets 
for drying, an art in which he had all the skill of an 
Indian squaw. Long before night, cords of raw hide 
were stretched around the camp, and the meat was 
hung upon them to dry in the sunshine and pure air 
of the prairie. Our California companions were less 
successful at the work; but they accomplished it after 
their own fashion, and their side of the camp was 
soon garnished in the same manner as our own. 
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We meant to remain at this place long enough to 
prepare provisions for our journey to the frontier, 
which, as we supposed, might occupy about a mqnth. 
Had the distance been twice as great and the party 
ten times as large, the rifle of Henry Chatillon would 
have supplied meat enough for the whole within two 
days; we were obliged to remain, however, until it 
should be dry enough for transportation; so we 
pitched our tent and made other arrangements for a 
permanent camp. The California men, who had no 
such shelter, contented themselves with arranging 
their packs on the grass around their fire. In the 
mean time we had nothing to do but amuse ourselves. 
Our tent was within a rod of the river, if the broad 
sand-beds, with a scanty stream of water coursing 
here and there along their sur&ce, deserve to be 
dignified with the name of river. The vast flat plains 
on either side were almost on a level with the sand- 
beds, and they were bounded in the distance by low, 
monotonous hills, parallel to the course of the stream. 
All was one expanse of grass ; there was no wood in 
view, except some trees and stunted bushes upon two 
islands which rose from the wet sands of the river. 
Tet far from being dull and tame, the scene was 
often a wild and animated one; for twice a day, at 
sunrise and at noon, the buffalo came issuing from 
the hills, slowly advancing in their grave processions 
to drink at the river. All our amusements were to 
be at their expense. An old buffalo bull is a brute 
of unparalleled ugliness. At first sight of him every 
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feeling of pity Tanishes. The cows are much smaller 
and of a gentler appearance, as becomes their sex. 
While in this camp we forbore to attack them, leav- 
ing to Henry Chatillon, who could better judge their 
quality, the task of killing such as we wanted for 
use; but against the bulls we waged an unrelenting 
war. Thousands of them might be slaughtered with- 
out causing any detriment to the species, for their 
numbers greatly exceed those of the cows; it is the 
hides of the latter alone which are used for the pur- 
poses of commerce and for making the lodges of the 
Indians ; and the destruction among them is therefore 
greatly disproportionate. 

Our horses were tired, and we now usually hunted 
on foot. While we were lying on the grass after 
dinner, smoking, talking, or laughing at T6te Rouge, 
one of us would look up and observe, far out on the 
plains beyond the river, certain black objects slowly 
approaching. He would inhale a parting whiff from 
the pipe, then rising lazily, take his rifle, which 
leaned against the cart, throw over his shoulder the 
strap of his pouch and powder-horn, and with his 
moccasons in his hand, walk across the sand towards 
the opposite side of the river. This was very easy ; 
for though the sands were about a quarter of a mile 
wide, the water was nowhere more than two feet 
deep. The farther bank was about four or five feet 
high, and quite perpendicular, being cut away by the 
water in spring. Tall grass grew along its edge. 
Putting it aside with his hand, and cautiously look- 
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ing through it, the hunter can discern the huge 
shaggy back of the bnll slowly swaying to and fro, 
as, with his clumsy, swinging gait, he advances 
towards the water. The buffalo have regular paths 
by which they come down to drink. Seeing at a 
glance along which of these his intended yictini is 
moving, the hunter crouches under the bank within 
fifteen or twenty yards, it may be, of the point where 
the path enters the river. Here he sits down quietly 
on the sand. Listening intently, he hears the heavy, 
monotonous tread of the approaching bull. The 
moment after, he sees a motion among the long weeds 
and grass just at the spot where the path is channelled 
through the bank. An enormous black head is 
thrust out, the horns just visible amid the mass of 
tangled mane. Half sliding, half plunging, down 
comes the buffalo upon the river-bed below. He 
steps out in full sight upon the sands. Just before 
him a runnel of water is gliding, and he bends his 
head to drink. Tou may hear the water as it guigles 
down his capacious throat. He raises his head, and 
the drops trickle from his wet beard. He stands 
with an air of stupid abstraction, unconscious of the 
lurking danger. Noiselessly the hunter cocks his 
rifle. As he sits upon the sand, his knee is raised^ 
and his elbow rests upon it, that he may level his 
heavy weapon with a steadier aim. The stock is at 
his shoulder; his eye ranges along the barrel. Still 
he is in no haste to fire. The bull, with slow deliber- 
ation, begins his march over the sands to the other 
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side. He advances his foieleg, and exposes to view 
a small spot, denuded of hair, just behind the point 
of his shoulder; upon this the hunter brings the sight 
of his rifle to bear; lightly and delicately his finger 
presses the hair-trigger. The spiteful crack of the 
rifle responds to his touch, and instantly in the middle 
of the bare spot appears a small red dot. The buffalo 
shivers; death has overtaken him, he cannot tell 
from whence ; still he does not fall, but walks heavily 
forward, as if nothing had happened. Yet before he 
has gone &r out upon the sand, you see him stop; he 
totters ; his knees bend under him, and his head sinks 
forward to the ground. Then his whole vast bulk 
sways to one side; he rolls over on the sand, and 
dies with a scarcely perceptible struggle. 

Waylaying the buffalo in this manner, and shoot- 
ing them as they come to water, is the easiest method 
of hunting them. They may also be approached by 
crawling up ravines or behind hills, or even over the 
open prairie. This is often sniprisingly easy j but at 
other times it requires the utmost skill of the most 
experienced hunter. Henry Chatillon was a man of 
extraordinary strength and hardihood; but I have 
seen him return to camp quite exhausted with his 
efforts, his limbs scratched and wounded, and his 
buckskin dress stuck full of the thorns of the prickly- 
pear, among which he had been crawling. Some- 
times he would lie flat upon his &ce, and drag himself 
along in this position for many rods together. 

On the second day of our stay at this place, Henry 
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went ont for an afternoon hunt. Shaw and I re- 
mained in camp, until, observing some bulls approach- 
ing the water upon the other side of the river, "we 
crossed over to attack them. They were so near, how- 
ever, that before we could get under cover of the bank 
our appearance as we walked oyer the sands alarmed 
them. Turning round before coming within gun-shot, 
they began to move off to the right in a direction par- 
allel to the river. I climbed up the bank and ran 
after them. They were walking swiftly, and before 
I could come within gun-shot distance they slowly 
wheeled about and faced me. Before they had turned 
far enough to see me I had fallen flat on my face. 
For a moment they stood and stared at the strange 
object upon the grass ; then turning away, again they 
walked on as before ; and I, rising immediately, ran 
once more in pursuit. Again they wheeled about, 
and again I fell prostrate. Repeating this three or 
four times, I came at length within a hundred yards 
of the fugitives, and as I saw them turning again, I 
sat down and levelled my rifle. The one in the centre 
was the largest I had ever seen. I shot him behind 
the shoulder. His two companions ran off. He 
attempted to follow, but soon came to a stand, and at 
length lay down as quietly as an ox chewing the cud. 
Cautiously approaching him, I saw by his dull and 
jelly-like eye that he was dead. 

When I began the chase, the prairie was almost 
tenantless ; but a great multitude of buffalo had sud- 
denly thronged upon it, and looking up I saw within 
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fifty rods a heavy, dark column stretching to the 
right and left as far as I could see. I walked towards 
them. My approach did not alarm them in the least. 
The column itself consisted almost entirely of cows 
and calves, but a great many old bulls were ranging 
about the prairie on its flank, and as I drew near they 
faced towards me with such a grim and ferocious 
look that I thought it best to proceed no farther. 
Indeed, I was already within close rifle-shot of the 
column, and I sat down on the ground to watch their 
movements. Sometimes the whole would stand still, 
their heads all one way; then they would trot for- 
ward, as if by a common impulse, their hoofs and 
horns clattering together as they moved. I soon 
began to hear at a distance on the left the sharp 
reports of a rifle, again and again repeated ; and not 
long after, dull and heavy sounds succeeded, which I 
recognized as the familiar voice of Shaw's double- 
barrelled gun. When Henry's rifle was at work 
there was always meat to be brought in. I went 
back across the river for a horse, and, returning, 
reached the spot where the hunters were standing. 
The buffalo were visible on the distant prairie. The 
living had retreated from the ground, but ten or 
twelve carcasses were scattered in various directions. 
Henry, knife in hand, was stooping over a dead 
cow, cutting away the best and fattest of the meat. 

When Shaw left me he had walked down for some 
distance under the riveivbank to find another buU. 
At length he saw the plains covered with the host of 

TOL.n. — 18 . 
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buffalo, and soon after heard the ciack of Heniy's 
rifle. ABcending the bank, he crawled through the 
grass, which for a rod or two from the river was very 
high and rank. He had not crawled far before to 
his astonishment he saw Henry standing erect upon 
the prairie, almost surrounded by the buffalo. Heniy 
was in his element. Quite unconscious that any one 
was looking at him, he stood at the full height of his 
tall figure, one hand resting upon his side, and the 
other arm leaning carelessly on the muzzle of his 
rifle. His eye was ranging over the singular assem- 
blage around him. Now and then he would select 
such a cow as suited him, level his rifle, and shoot 
her dead; then quietly reloading, he would resume 
his former position. The buffalo seemed no more to 
regard his presence than if he were one of them- 
selves ; the bulls were bellowing and butting at each 
other, or rolling about in the dust. A group of 
buffalo would gather about the carcass of a dead 
cow, snuffing at her wounds; and sometimes they 
would come behind those that had not yet fallen, and 
endeavor to push them from the spot. Now and 
then some old buU would &ce towards Henry with 
an air of stupid amazement, but none seemed inclined 
to attack or fly from him. For some time Shaw lay 
among the grass, looking in surprise at this extraor- 
dinary sight; at length he crawled cautiously for- 
ward, and spoke in a low voice to Henry, who told 
him to rise and come on. Still the buffalo showed' 
no sign of fear; they remained gathered about their 
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dead companions. Heniy had already killed as many 
cows as we wanted for use, and Shaw, kneeling 
behind one of the carcasses, shot five bulls before the 
rest thought it necessary to disperse. 

The frequent stupidity and infatuation of the 
buffalo seems the more remarkable from the contrast 
it offers to their wildness and wariness at other times. 
Henry knew all their peculiarities; he had studied 
them as a scholar studies his books, and derived 
quite as much pleasure from the occupation. The 
buffalo were a kind of companions to him, and, as 
he said, he never felt alone when they were about 
him. He took great pride in his skill in hunting. 
He was one of the most modest of men ; yet in the 
simplicity and frankness of his character, it was clear 
that he looked upon his pre-eminence in this respect 
as a thing too palpable and well established to be 
disputed. But whatever may have been his estimate 
of his own skill, it was rather below than above that 
which otheis placed upon it. The only time that I 
ever saw a shade of scorn darken his face was when 
two volunteer soldieis, who had just killed a buffalo 
for the first time, undertook to instruct him as to the 
best method of ^^ approaching. " Henry always seemed 
to think that he had a sort of prescriptive right to 
the buffalo, and to look upon them as something 
belonging to himself. Nothing excited his indigna- 
tion so much as any wanton destruction committed 
among the cows, and in his view shooting a calf was 
a cardinal sin. 
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Heniy Cbatillon and Tdte Rouge were of the same 
age; that is, about thirty. Heniy was twice as 
large, and about six times as strong as T£te Rouge. 
Henry's face was roughened by winds and storms; 
Tdte Rouge's was bloated by sheny-cobblers and 
brandy-toddy. Henry talked of Indians and buffalo ; 
T6te Rouge of theatres and oystei>ceIlars. Henry 
had led a life of hardship and privation ; T^te Rouge 
never had a whim which he would not gratify at the 
first moment he was able. Henry moreover was the 
most disinterested man I ever saw; while T6te 
Rouge, though equally good-natured in his way, 
cared for nobody but himself. Yet we would not 
have lost him on any account; he served the purpose 
of a jester in a feudal castle ; our camp would have 
been lifeless without him. For the past week he had 
fattened in a most amazing manner; and, indeed, 
this was not at all surprising, since his appetite was 
inordinate. He was eating from morning till night; 
half the time he would be at work cookiug some 
private repast for himself, and he paid a visit to the 
coffee-pot eight or ten times a day. His rueful and 
disconsolate &ce became jovial and rubicund, his eyes 
stood out like a lobster's, and his spirits, which 
before were sunk to the depths of despondency, were 
now elated in proportion; all day he was singing, 
whistling, laughing, and telling stories. Being mor- 
tally afraid of Jim Gumey, he kept close in the 
neighborhood of our tent As he had seen an abun- 
dance of low fast life, and had a considerable fund of 



THE BUFFALO CAMP. 197 

humor, his anecdotes were extremely amusing, espe- 
cially since he never hesitated to place himself in a 
ludicrous point of view, provided he could raise a 
laugh by doing so. TSte Rouge, however, was some- 
times rather troublesome ; he had an inveterate habit 
of pilfering provisions at all times of the day. He 
set ridicule at defiance, and would never have given 
over his tricks, even if they had drawn upon him the 
scorn of the whole party. Now and then, indeed, 
something worse than laughter fell to his share ; on 
these occasions he would exhibit much contrition, 
but half an hour after we would generally observe 
him stealing round to the box at the back of the cart, 
and slyly making off with the provisions which 
Deslaurieis had laid by for supper. He was fond of 
smoking; but having no tobacco of his own, we used 
to provide him with as much as he wanted, a small 
piece at a time. At first we gave him half a pound 
together ; but this experiment proved an entire failure, 
for he. invariably lost not only the tobacco, but the 
knife intrusted to him for cutting it, and a few 
minutes after he would come to us with many apolo- 
gies and beg for more. 

We had been two days at this camp, and some of 
the meat was nearly fit for transportation, when a 
storm came suddenly upon us. About sunset the 
whole sky grew as black as ink, and the long grass 
at the edge of the river bent and rose mournfully 
with the first gusts of the approaching hurricane. 
Munroe and his two companions brought their guns 
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and placed them under cover of our tent. Having 
no shelter for themselves, they built a fire of drift- 
wood that might have defied a cataract, and, wrapped 
in their buffalo-robes, sat on the ground around it to 
bide the fuiy of the storm. Deslauriers ensconced 
himself under the cover of the cart. Shaw and I, 
together with Henry and T6te Rouge, crowded into 
the little tent; but first of all the dried meat was 
piled together, and well protected by buffalo-robes 
pinned firmly to the ground. About nine o'clock 
the storm broke amid absolute darkness; it blew a 
gale, and torrents of rain roared over the boundless 
expanse of open prairie. Our tent was filled with 
mist and spray beating through the canvas, and 
saturating everything within. We could only dis- 
tinguish each other at short intervals by the dazzling 
flashes of lightning, which displayed the whole waste 
around us with its momentary glare. We had our 
fears for the tent; but for an hour or two it stood 
fast, until at length the cap gave way before a furious 
blast; the pole tore through the top, and in an in- 
stant we were half suffocated by the cold and drip- 
ping folds of the canvas, which fell down upon us. 
Seizing upon our guns, we placed them erect, in 
order to lift the saturated cloth above our heads. In 
this agreeable situation, involved among wet blankets 
and buffalo-robes, we spent several hours of. the 
night, during which the storm would not abate for 
a moment, but pelted down with merciless fuiy. 
Before long the water gathered beneath us in a pool 
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two or three inches deep ; so that for a considerable 
part of the night we were partially immersed in a 
cold bath. In spite of all this, T6te Rouge's flow 
of spirits did not fail him; he laughed, whistled, and 
sang in defiance of the storm, and that night paid 
off the long arrears of ridicule which he owed us. 
While we lay in silence, enduring the infliction with 
what philosophy we could muster, TSte Rouge, who 
was intoxicated with animal spirits, cracked jokes at 
our expense by the hour together. At about three 
o'clock in the morning, preferring ^* the tyranny of 
the open night" to such a wretched shelter, we 
crawled out from beneath the fallen canvas. The 
wind had abated, but the rain fell steadily. The fire 
of the California men still blazed amid the darkness, 
and we joined them as they sat around it. We made 
ready some hot coffee by way of refreshment; but 
when some of the party sought to replenish their 
cups, it was found that TSte Rouge, having disposed 
of his own share, had privately abstracted the coffee- 
pot and drunk the rest of the contents out of the 
spout. 

In the morning, to our great joy, an unclouded 
sun rose upon the prairie. We presented a rather 
laughable appearance, for the cold and clammy buck- 
skin, saturated with vrater, clung fast to our limbs. 
The light wind and vrarm sunshine soon dried it 
again, and then we were all encased in armor of 
intolerable stiffness. Roaming all day over the 
prairie and shooting two or three bulls, were scarcely 
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enough to restore the stiffened leather to its usnal 
pliancy. 

Besides Henry ChatiUon, Shaw and I were the 
only hunters in the party. Munroe this morning 
made an attempt to run a buffalo, but his horse could 
not come up to the game. Shaw went out with him, 
and being better mounted, soon found himself in the 
midst of the herd. Seeing nothing but cows and 
calves around him, he checked his horse. An old 
bull came galloping on the open prairie at some dis- 
tance behind, and turning, Shaw rode across his 
path, levelling his gun as he passed, and shooting 
him through the shoulder into the heart. 

A great flock of buzzards was usually soaring about 
a few trees that stood on the island just below our 
camp. Throughout the whole of yesterday we had 
noticed an eagle among them; to-day he was still 
there ; and TSte Rouge, declaring that he would kill 
the bird of America, borrowed Deslauriers's gun and 
set out on his unpatriotic mission. As might have 
been expected, the eagle suffered no harm at his 
hands. He soon returned, saying that he could not 
And him, but had shot a buzzard instead. Being 
required to produce the bird in proof of his assertion, 
he said he believed that he was not quite dead, but 
he must be hurt, from the swiftness with which he 
flew off. 

"If you want," said TSte Rouge, "I'll go and 
get one of his feathers; I knocked off plenty of them 
when I shot him." 
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Just opposite our camp, was another island covered 
with bushes, and behind it was a deep pool of water, 
while two or three considerable streams coursed over 
the sand not far off. I was bathing at this place in 
the afternoon when a white wolf, larger than the larg- 
est Newfoundland dog, ran out from behind the point 
of the island, and galloped leisurely over the sand 
not half a stone's-throw distant. I could plainly 
see his red eyes and the bristles about his snout; he 
was an ugly scoundrel, with a bushy tail, a large 
head, and a most repulsive countenance. Having 
neither rifle to shoot nor stone to pelt him with, I 
was looking after some missile for his benefit, when 
the report of a gun came from the camp, and the ball 
threw up the sand just beyond him ; at this he gave 
a slight jump, and stretched away so swiftly that he 
soon dwindled into a mere speck on the distant sand- 
beds. The number of carcasses that by this time 
were lying about the neighboring prairie summoned 
the wolves from eveiy quarter; the spot where Shaw 
and Henry had hunted together soon became their 
favorite resort, for here about a dozen dead buffalo 
were fermenting under the hot sun. I used often 
to go over the river and watch them at their meal. 
By lying under the bank it was easy to get a full 
view of them. There were three different kinds: 
the white wolves and the gray wolves, both veiy 
large, and besides these the small prairie wolves, not 
much bigger than spaniels. They would howl and 
fight in a crowd around a single carcass, yet they 
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were so watchful, and their senses so acute, that I 
never was able to crawl within a fair shooting dis- 
tance; whenever I attempted it, they would all 
scatter at once and glide silently away through the 
tall grass. The air above this spot was always full 
of turkey-buzzards or black vultures; whenever the 
wolves left a carcass they would descend upon it, 
and cover it so densely that a rifle bullet shot at 
random among the gormandizing crowd would gen- 
erally strike down two or three of them. These birds 
would often sail by scores just above our camp, their 
broad black wings seeming half transparent as they 
expanded them against the bright sky. The wolves 
and the buzzards thickened about us every hour, and 
two or three eagles also came to the feast. I killed 
a bxdl within riflenshot of the camp; that night the 
wolves made a fearful howling close at hand, and in 
the morning the carcass was completely hollowed out 
by these voracious feeders. 

After remaining four days at this camp we pre- 
pared to leave it. We had for our own part about 
five hundred pounds of dried meat, and the California 
men had prepared some three hundred more; this 
consisted of the fattest and choicest parts of eight or 
nine cows, a small quantity only being taken from 
each, and the rest abandoned to the wolves. The 
pack animals were laden, the horses saddled, and 
the mules harnessed to the cart. Even Tdte Rouge 
was ready at last, and slowly moving from the 
ground, we resumed our journey eastward. When 
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we had advanced about a mile, Shaw missed a valu- 
able hunting-knife, and turned back in search of it, 
thinking that he had left it at the camp. The day 
was dark and gloomy. The ashes of the fires were 
still smoking by the river-side; the grass around 
them was trampled down by men and horses, and 
strewn with all the litter of a camp. Our departure 
had been a gathering signal to the birds and beasts 
of prey. Scores of wolves were prowling about the 
smouldering fires, while multitudes were roaming 
over the neighboring prairie; they all fled as Shaw 
approached, some running over the sand-beds and 
some over the grassy plains. The vultures in great 
clouds were soaring overhead, and the dead bull near 
the camp was completely blackened by the flock that 
had alighted upon it; they flapped their broad wings, 
and stretched upwards their crested heads and long 
skinny necks, fearing to remain, yet reluctant to 
leave their disgusting feast. As he searched about 
the fires he saw the wolves seated on the hills wait- 
ing for his departure. Having looked in vain for his 
knife, he mounted again, and left the wolves and the 
vultures to banquet undisturbed. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

DOWN THE ABKANBAa 

In the summer of 1846, the wild and lonely banks 
of the Upper Arkansas beheld for the first time the 
passage of an army. General Kearney, on his march 
to Santa F^ adopted this route in preference to the 
old trail of the Oimarron. When we were on the 
Arkansas, the main body of the troops had already 
passed on; Price's Missouri regiment, however, was 
still on its way, having left the frontier much later 
than the rest; and about this time we began to meet 
one or two companies at a time moving along the 
trail. No men ever embarked upon a military expe- 
dition with a greater love for the work before them 
than the Missouiians ; but if discipline and subordi- 
nation are the criterion of merit, they were worthless 
soldiers indeed. Tet when their exploits have rung 
through all America, it would be absurd to deny that 
they were excellent irregular troops. Their victories 
were gained in the teeth of every established prece- 
dent of war&re ; and were owing to a combination of 
military qualities in the men themselves. Doniphan's 
regiment marched through New Mexico more like a 
baud of free companions than like tiie paid soldiers of 
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a modem govemment. When Geneial Taylor com- 
plimented him on his success at Sacramento and else- 
where, the colonel's reply very well illustrates the 
relations which subsisted between the officers and 
men of his command. 

^* I don't know anything of the mancBuvres. The 
boys kept coming to me, to let them chaige; and 
when I saw a good opportunity, I told them they 
might go. They were off like a shot, and that's 
all I know about it." 

The backwoods lawyer was better fitted to con- 
ciliate the good-will than to command the obedience 
of his men. There were many serving under him 
who both from character and education could better 
have held command than he. 

At the battle of Sacramento his frontiersmen fought 
under eveiy disadvantage. The Mexicans had chosen 
their position ; they were drawn up across the valley 
that led to their native city of Chihuahua; their 
whole front was covered by intrenchments and de- 
fended by batteries, and they outnumbered the in- 
vaders five to one. An eagle flew over the Americans, 
and a deep murmur rose along their lines. The 
enemy's batteries opened ; long they remained under 
fire, but when at length the word was given, they 
shouted and ran forward. In one of the divisions, 
when midway to the enemy a drunken officer ordered 
a halt; the exasperated men hesitated to obey. 

^^ Forward, boysl " cried a private from the ranks; 
and the Americans rushed like tigers upon the 
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enemy. Four hundied Mexicans were slain upon the 
spot, and the rest fled, scattering over the plain like 
sheep. The standards, cannon, and baggage were 
taken, and among the rest a wagon laden with cords, 
which the Mexicans, in the fulness of their confi- 
dence, had made ready for tying the American 
prisoners. 

Doniphan's volunteers, who gained this victoiy, 
passed up with the main army; but Price's soldiers, 
whom we now met, were men from the same neigh- 
borhood, precisely similar in character, manners, and 
appearance. One morning, as we were descending 
upon a wide meadow, where we meant to rest for an 
hour or two, we saw a body of horsemen approaching 
at a distance. In order to find water, we were obliged 
to turn aside to the river^bank, a full half-mile from 
the trail. Here we put up a kind of awning, and 
spreading buffalo-robes on the ground, Shaw and I 
sat down to smoke. 

"We are going to catch it now," said Shaw; **look 
at those fellows; there '11 be no peace for us here." 

And in truth about half the volunteers had strag- 
gled away from the line of march, and were riding 
over the meadow towards us. 

"How are you?" said the first who came up, 
alighting from his horse and throwing himself upon 
the ground. The rest followed close, and a score of 
them soon gathered about us, some lying at full 
length and some sitting on horseback. They all 
belonged to a company raised in St Louis. There 
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were some ruffian faces among them, and some 
haggard with dehaucheiy; but on the whole they 
were extremely good-looking men, superior beyond 
measure to the ordinaiy rank and file of an army. 
Except that they were booted to the knees, they wore 
their belts and military trappings over the ordinaiy 
dress of citizens. Besides their swords and holster 
pistols, they carried slung from their saddles the 
excellent Springfield carbines, loaded at the breech. 
They inquired the character of our party, and were 
anxious to know the prospect of killing buffalo, and 
the chance that their hoises would stand the journey 
to Santa F^. All this was well enough, but a moment 
after a woise visitation came upon us. 

^^ How are you, strangers ? whar are you going and 
whar are you from?" said a fellow, who came trot- 
ting up with an old straw hat on his head. He was 
dressed in the coarsest brown homespun cloth. His 
face was rather sallow from fever-and-ague, and his 
tall figure, though strong and sinewy, had a lean, 
angular look, which, together with his boorish seat 
on horseback, gave him an appearance anything but 
gracefuL More of the same stamp were close behind 
him. Their company was raised in one of the fron- 
tier counties, and we soon had abundant evidence of 
their rustic breeding; they came crowding round by 
scores, pushing between our first visitors, and staring 
at us with unabashed faces. 

^^ Are you the captain ? " asked one fellow. 

^^ What 's your business out here ? " asked another. 
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" Whar do you live when you 're to home ? ** said 
a third. 

^I reckon you 're taudeis," suimised a fourth; and 
to crown the whole, one of them came confidentially 
to my side and inquired in a low voice, ^ What *8 
your partner's name?" 

As each new-comer repeated the same questions, 
the nuisance became intolerable. Our military visi- 
tors were soon disgusted at the concise nature of our 
replies, and we could overhear them muttering 
cuises. WhUe we sat smoking, not in the best imagi- 
nable humor, Tfite Rouge's tongue was not idle. 
He never foigot his military character, and during 
the whole interview he was incessantly busy among 
his fellow-soldiers. At length we placed him on the 
ground before us, and told him that he might play 
the part of spokesman. Tdte Rouge was delighted, 
and we soon had the satisfaction of seeing him gabble 
at such a rate that the torrent of questions was in a 
great measure diverted from us. A little while 
after, a cannon with four hoises came lumbering up 
behind the crowd; and the driver, who was perched 
on one of the animals, stretching his neck so as to 
look over the rest of the men, called out, — 

^ Whar are you from, and what 's your business ? " 

The captain of one of the companies was among 
our visitors, drawn by the same curiosity that had 
attracted his men. Unless their faces belied them, 
not a few in the crowd might with great advantage 
have changed places with their commander. 
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*'Well, men," said he, lazily, rising from the 
ground where he had been lounging, ^^ it 's getting 
late; I reckon we 'd better be moving." 

"I shan't start yet, anyhow," said one fellow, who 
was lying half asleep with his head resting on his 
arm. 

^^ Don't be in a hurry, captain," added the lieutenant. 

"Well, have it your own way; we '11 wait a while 
longer," replied the obsequious conmiander. 

At lengrth, however, our visitors went straggling 
away as they had come, and we, to our great reliei^ 
were left alone again. 

No one was more relieved than Deslauriers by the 
departure of the volunteers ; for dinner was getting 
colder every moment. He spread a well-whitened 
buffalo-hide upon the grass, placed in the middle the 
juicy hump of a fat cow, ranged around it the tin 
plates and cups, and then announced that all was 
ready. T6te Rouge, with his usual alacrity on such 
occasions, was the first to take his seat. In his 
former capacitjr of steamboat clerk, he had learned 
to prefix the honorary Mister to everybody's name, 
whether of high or low degree; so Jim Gumey was 
Mr. Gumey, Henry was Mr. Henry, and even Des- 
lauriers, for the first time in his life, heard himself 
addressed as Mr. Deslauriers. This did not prevent 
his conceiving a violent enmily against Tdte Rouge, 
who, in his futile though praiseworthy attempts to 
make himself useful, used always to intermeddle with 
cooking the dinners. Deslauriers 's disposition knew 
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no medium between smiles and sunslune and a down- 
right tomado of wrath; he said nothing to T6te 
Rouge, but his wrongs laokled in his breast. TSte 
Rouge had taken his place at dinner; it was his 
happiest moment; he sat enveloped in the old bufiblo- 
coat, sleeves turned up in preparation for the work, 
and hia short legs crossed on the grass before him; 
he had a cup of coffee by his side and his knife ready 
in his hand, and while he looked upon the ibt hump- 
ribs, his eyes dilated with anticipation. Deslaurieis 
sat opposite to him, and the rest of us by this time 
had taken our seats. 

*^How is this, Deslaurieis? Ton haven't given 
us bread enough." 

At this Deslauriers's placid face flew into a par- 
oxysm of contortions. He grinned with wrath, chat- 
tered, gesticulated, and hurled fortii a volley of 
incoherent words in broken English at the astonished 
Tete Rouge. It was just possible to make out that 
he was accusing him of having stolen and eaten four 
large cakes which had been laid by for dinner. T6te 
Rouge, confounded at this sudden attack, stared at 
his assailant for a moment in dumb amazement, with 
mouth and eyes wide open. At last he found speech, 
and protested that the accusation was false ; and that 
he could not conceive how he had offended Mr. 
Deslauriers, or provoked him to use such ungentle- 
manly expressions. The tempest of words raged 
with such fury that nothing else could be heard* 
Btit T6te Rouge, from his greater command of Eng- 
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lish, had a manifest advantage over Deslanriers, who, 
after sputtering and grimacing for a while, found his 
words quite inadequate to the expression of his 
wrath. He jumped up and vanished, jerking out 
between his teeth one furious mcri enfarU de garee I 
a Canadian title of honor, made doubly emphatic bjr 
being usually applied together with a cut of the whip 
to refractory mules and horses. 

The next morning we saw an old buffalo bull escort- 
ing his cow with two small calves over the prairie. 
Close behind came four or five large white wolves, 
sneaking stealthily through the long meadow-grass, 
and watching for the moment when one of the children 
should chance to lag behind his parents. The old 
bull kept well on his guard, and &ced about now and 
then to keep the prowling ruffians at a distance. 

As we approached our nooning-place, we saw five 
or six buffalo standing at the summit of a tall bluff. 
Trotting forward to the spot where we meant to stop, 
I flung off my saddle and turned my horse loose. 
By making a circuit under cover of some rising 
ground, I reached the foot of the bluff unnoticed, 
and climbed up its steep side. Lying under the brow 
of the declivity, I prepared to fire at the buffalo, who 
stood on the flat surface above, not five yards distant. 
The gleaming rifle-barrel levelled over the edge 
caught their notice, and they turned and ran. Close 
as they were, it was impossible to kill them when in 
that position, and stepping upon the summit, I pur- 
sued them over the high arid table-land. It was 
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extremely rugged and broken ; a great sandy laTine 
was channelled through it, with smaller ravines enter- 
ing on each side, like tributary streams. The buffalo 
scattered, and I soon lost sight of most of them as 
they scuttled away through the sandy chasms; a bull 
and a cow alone kept in view. For a while they ran 
along the edge of the great ravine, appearing and 
disappearing as they dived into some chasm and again 
emerged from it. At last they stretched out upon 
the broad prairie, — a plain nearly flat and almost 
devoid of verdure, for every short grass-Uade was 
dried and shrivelled by the glaring sun. Now and 
then the old bull would face towards me; whenever 
he did so I fell to the ground and lay motionless. In 
this manner I chased them for about two miles, until 
at length I heard in front a deep, hoarse bellowing. 
A moment after, a band of about a hundred bulls, 
before hidden by a slight swell of the plain, came at 
once into view. The fugitives ran towards them. 
Instead of mingling with the band, as I expected, 
they passed directly through, and continued their 
flight. At this I gave up the chase, crawled to 
within gun-shot of the bulls, and sat down on the 
groxmd to watch them. My presence did not disturb 
them in the least. They were not feeding, for there 
was nothing to eat; but they seemed to have chosen 
the parched and scorching desert as their play-ground. 
Some were rolling on the ground amid a cloud of 
dust; others, with a hoarse rumbling bellow, were 
butting their large heads together, while many stood 
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motionless, as if quite inanimate. Except their 
monstrous growth of tangled grizzly mane, they had 
no hair; for their old coat had fallen off in the 
spring, and their new one had not as yet appeared. 
Sometimes an old bull would step forward, and gaze 
at me with a grim and stupid countenance ; then he 
would turn and butt his next neighbor; then he 
would lie down and roll over in the dust, kicking his 
hoo£3 in the air. When satisfied with this amuse- 
ment, he would jerk his head and shoulders upward, 
and resting on his forelegs, stare at me in this posi- 
tion, half blinded by his mane, and his face covered 
with dirt; then up he would spring upon all fours, 
shake his dusty sides, turn half round, and stand 
with his beard touching the ground, in an attitude of 
profound abstraction, as if reflecting on his puerile 
conduct. "You are too ugly to live," thought I; 
and aiming at the ugUest, I shot three of them in 
succession. The rest were not at all discomposed at 
this; they kept on bellowing, butting, and rolling on 
the ground as before. Henry Chatillon always cau- 
tioned us to keep perfectiy quiet in the piesence of a 
wounded buffalo, for any movement is apt to excite 
him to make an attack; so I sat still upon the ground, 
loading and firing with as Uttie motion as possible. 
While I was thus employed, a spectator made his 
appearance: a littie antelope came running up to 
within fifty yards; and there it stood, its slender 
neck arched, its small horns thrown back, and its 
large dark eyes gazing on me with a look of eager 
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cozioBitj. By ibe side of the shaggy and bratish 
moDsteis before me, it seemed like some lovely young 
girl in a den of robbers or a nest of bearded pirates. 
The boffalo looked uglier than ever. ^Here goes 
for another of yon," thought I, feeling in my pouch 
for a percussion-oap. Not a percussion-eap was there. 
My good rifle was useless as an old iron bar. One of 
the wounded bulls had not yet fallen, and I waited 
for some time, hoping every moment that his strength 
would fiul him* He still stood firm, looking grimly 
at me, and, disregarding Henry's advice, I rose and 
walked away. Many of the bulls turned and looked 
at me, but the wounded brute made no attack. I 
soon came upon a deep ravine which would give me 
shelter in case of emergency; so I turned round and 
threw a stone at the bulls. They received it with 
the utmost indifference. Feeling myself insulted at 
their refusal to be frightened, I swung my hat, 
shouted, and made a show of running towards them ; 
at this they crowded together and galloped off, leav- 
ing their dead and wounded upon the field. As I 
moved towards the camp I saw the last survivor 
totter and fall dead. My speed in returning was 
wonderfully quickened by the r^ection that the 
Pawnees were abroad, and that I was defenceless in 
case of meeting with an enemy. I saw no living 
thing, however, except two or three squalid old bulls 
scrambling among the sand-hills that flanked the great 
ravine. When I reached camp the party were nearly 
ready for the afternoon move. 
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We encamped that evening at a short distance from 
the river-bank. About midnighti as we all lay asleep 
on the ground, the man nearest to me, gently reach- 
ing out his hand, touched my shoulder, and cautioned 
me at the same time not to move. It was bright 
starlight. Opening my eyes and slightly turning, I 
saw a large white wolf moving stealthily around the 
embers of our fire, with his nose close to the ground. 
Disengaging my hand from the blanket, I drew the 
cover from my rifle, which lay close at my side ; the 
motion alarmed the wolf, and with long leaps he 
bounded out of the camp. Jumping up, I fired after 
him, when he was about thirty yards distant; the 
melancholy hum of the bullet sounded far away 
through the night. At the sharp report, so suddenly 
breaking upon the stillness, all the men sprang up. 

*^Tou 've killed him," said one of them. 

^'No, I haven't," said I; ^there he goes, running 
along the river." 

^ Then there 's two of tiiem. Don't you see that 
one lying out yonder?" 

We went out to it, and instead of a dead white 
wolf, foxmd the bleached skull of a buffalo. I had 
missed my mark, and, what was worse, had grossly 
violated a standing law of the prairie. When in a 
dangerous part of the coxmtry, it is considered highly 
imprudent to fire a gun after encamping, lest the 
leport should reach the ears of Indians. 

The horses were saddled in the morning, and the 
last man had lighted his pipe at the dying ashes of 
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the fire. The beauly of the day enlivened us all. 
Even Ellis felt its influence, and occasionallj made a 
remark as we rode along, and Jim Gumey told end- 
less stories of his cruisings in the United States 
service. The buffalo were abundant, and at length a 
large band of them went running up the hills on the 
left. 

^^Too good a chance to lose," said Shaw. We 
lashed our horses and galloped after them. Shaw 
killed one with each barrel of his gun. I separated 
another from the herd and shot him. The small 
bullet of the rifle-pistol striking too far back did not 
immediately take effect, and the bull ran on with 
imabated speed. Again and again I snapped the 
remaining pistol at him. I primed it afresh three or 
four times, and each time it missed fire, for the touch- 
hole was clogged up. Returning it to the holster, I 
began to load the empty pistol, still galloping by the 
side of the bull. By this time he had grown desper- 
ate. The foam flew from his jaws and his tongue 
lolled out. Before the pistol was loaded he sprang 
upon me, and followed up his attack with a furious 
rush. The only alternative was to run away or be 
killed. I took to flight, and the bull, bristling with 
fury, pursued me closely. The pistol was soon 
ready, and then looking back I saw his head five or 
six yards behind my horse's tail. To fire at it would 
be useless, for a bullet flattens against the adamantine 
skull of a buffalo bull. Inclining my body to the 
left, I turned my horse in that direction as sharply as 
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his speed would peimit. The bull, rushing blindly 
on with great force and weight, did not turn so quickly. 
As I looked back, his neck and shoulder were exposed 
to yiew ; and, turning in the saddle, I shot a bullet 
through them obliquely into his vitals. He gave 
over thQ chase and soon fell to the ground. An 
English tourist represents a situation like this as one 
of imminent danger: this is a mistake ; the bull never 
pursues long, and the horse must be wretched indeed 
that cannot keep out of his way for two or three 
minutes. 

We were now come to a part of the country where 
we were bound in common prudence to use eveiy 
possible precaution. We mounted guard at night, 
each man standing in his turn ; and no one ever slept 
without drawing his rifle close to his side or folding it 
with him in his blanket. One morning our vigilance 
was stimulated by finding traces of a large Camanche 
encampment. Fortunately for us, however, it had 
been abandoned nearly a week. On the next evening 
we found the ashes of a recent fire, which gave us at 
the time some uneasiness. At length we reached the 
Caches, a place of dangerous repute; and it had a 
most dangerous appearance, consisting of sand-hills 
everywhere broken by ravines and deep chasms. 
Here we found the grave of Swan, killed at this place, 
probably by the Pawnees, two or three weeks before. 
His remains, more than once violated by the Indians 
and the wolves, were suffered at length to remain 
undisturbed in their wild burial-place. 



218 THE OBEGON TBAIL. 

For seyeral days we met detached companies of 
Price's regiment. Hoises would often break loose at 
night from their camps. One afternoon we picked 
up three of these stragglers quietly grazing along 
the river. After we came to camp that evening, Jim 
Gumey brought news that more of them were in 
sight. It was nearly dark, and a cold, drizzling rain 
had set in; but we all turned out, and after an hour's 
chase nine horses were caught and brought in. One 
of them was equipped with saddle and bridle ; pistols 
were hanging at the pommel of the saddle, a carbine 
was slung at its side, and a blanket rolled up behind 
it. In the moming, as we resumed our journey, our 
cavalcade presented a much more imposing appear- 
ance than ever before. We kept on till the after- 
noon, when, far behind, three horsemen appeared on 
the horizon. Coming on at a hand-gaUop, they soon 
overtook us, and claimed all the horses as belonging 
to themselves and others of their company. They 
were of course given up, veiy much to the mortifica- 
tion of Ellis and Jim Gumey. 

Our own horses now showed signs of fatigue, and 
we resolved to give them half a day's rest. We 
stopped at noon at a grassy spot by the river. After 
dinner Shaw and Henry went out to hunt; and while 
the men lounged about the camp, I lay down to read 
in the shadow of the cart. Looking up, I saw a bull 
grazing alone on the prairie more than a mile distant, 
and taking my rifle I walked towards him. As I 
came near, I crawled upon the ground untdl I ap- 
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proached to within a hundred yards; here I sat down 
upon the grass and waited till he should turn himself 
into a proper position to receive his death-wound. 
He was a grim old veteran. His loves and his battles 
were over for that season, and now, gaunt and war- 
worn, he had withdrawn from the herd to graze by 
himself and recruit his exhausted strength. He was 
miserably emaciated; his mane was all in tatters; his 
hide was bare and rough as an elephant's, and covered 
with dried patches of the mud in which he had been 
wallowing. He showed all his ribs whenever he 
moved. He looked like some grizzly old ruffian 
grown gray in blood and violence, and scowling on 
all the world from his misanthropic seclusion. The 
old savage looked up when I first approached, and 
gave me a fierce stare; then he fell to grazing again 
with an air of contemptuous indifference. The 
moment after, as if suddenly recollecting himself, he 
threw up his head, &ced quickly about, and to my 
amazement came at a rapid trot directly towards me. 
I was strongly impelled to get up and run, but this 
would have been very dangerous. Sitting quite still, 
I aimed, as he came on, at the thin part of the skull 
above the nose, hoping that the shot might have the 
effect of turning him. After he had passed over 
about three-quarters of the distance between us, I 
was on the point of firing, when, to my great satis- 
faction, he stopped short. I had full opportunity of 
studying his countenance ; his whole front was cov- 
ered with a huge mass of coarse matted hair, which 
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hung 80 low that nothing but his two forefeet were 
visible beneath it; his short thick horns were blunted 
and split to the very roots in his various battles, and 
across his nose and forehead were two or three laige 
white scars, which gave him a grim, and at the same 
time a whimsical, appearance. It seemed to me that 
he stood there motionless for a full quarter of an hour 
staring at me through the tangled locks of his mane. 
For my part, I remained as quiet as he, and looked 
quite as hard. I felt greatiy inclined to come to 
terms with him. ^ My friend, " thought I, ^ if you 'U 
let me off, I 'U let you off.'' At length he seemed to 
have abandoned any hostile design. Veiy slowly and 
deliberately he began to turn about; little by littie 
his side came into view, all beplastered with mud. 
It was a tempting sight. I forgot my prudent inten- 
tions, and fired my rifle; a pistol would have served 
at that distance. The old bull spun round like a 
top, and galloped away over the prairie. He ran 
some distance, and even ascended a considerable hill, 
before he lay down and died. After shooting another 
bull among the hills, I went back to camp. 

At noon, on the fourteenth of September, a veiy 
large Santa F^ caravan came up. The plain was 
covered with the long files of their white-topped 
wagons, the close black carriages in which the traders 
travel and sleep, large droves of mules and horses, 
and men on horseback and on foot. They all stopped 
on the meadow near us. Our diminutive cart and 
handful of men made but an insignificant figure by 
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the side of their wide and bustliDg camp. TSte 
Rouge went to visit them, and soon came back with 
half a dozen biscuit in one hand, and a bottle of 
brandy in the other. I inquired where he got them. 
^ Oh," said T6te Rouge, *^ I know some of the tradeis. 
Dr. Dobbs is there, besides." I asked who Dr. Dobbs 
might be. *^One of our St. Louis doctors," replied 
T@te Rouge. For two days past I had been severely 
attacked by the same disorder which had so greatly 
reduced my strength when at the mountains; at this 
time I was suffering not a little from pain and weak- 
ness. T6te Rouge, in answer to my inquiries, declared 
that Dr. Dobbs was a physician of the first standing. 
Without at all believing him, I resolved to consult 
this eminent practitioner. Walking over to the camp, 
I found him lying sound asleep under one of the 
wagons. He offered in his own person but indiffer- 
ent evidence of his skill, for it was five months since 
I had seen so cadaverous a face. His hat had fallen 
off, and his yellow hair was all in disorder; one of 
his arms supplied the place of a pillow; his trousers 
were wrinkled halfway up to his knees, and he was 
covered with little bits of grass and straw upon which 
he had rolled in his uneasy slumber. A Mexican 
stood near, and I made him a sign to touch the 
doctor. Up sprang the learned Dobbs, and sitting 
upright rubbed his eyes and looked about him in 
bewilderment. I regretted the necessily of disturb- 
ing him, and said I had come to ask professional 
advice. 
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^ToQr system, sir, is in a disordered state/* said 
he, solemnly, after a short examination, 

I inquired what might be the particnhir species of 
disorder. 

^Evidently a morbid action of the liver," replied 
the medical man; ^I will give you a prescription." 

Repairing to the back of one of the covered wagons, 
he scrambled in; for a moment I could see nothing 
of him but his boots. At length he produced a box 
which he had extracted from some dark recess wilhin, 
and, opening it, presented me with a folded paper. 
"^ What is it?" said I. ""Calomel," said the doctor. 

Under the circumstances I would have taken 
ahnost anything. There was not enough to do me 
much harm, and it might possibly do good; so at 
camp that night I took the poison instead of supper. 

That camp is worthy of notice. The traders warned 
us not to follow the main trail along the river, 
""unless," as one of them observed, ""you want to 
have your throats cuti" The river at this place 
makes a bend; and a smaller trail, known as ""the 
Ridge-path," leads directly across the prairie from 
point to pointy a distance of sixty or seventy miles. 

We followed this trail, and after travelling seven 
or eight miles, came to a small stream, where we 
encamped. Our position was not chosen with much 
forethought or military skill. The water was in a 
deep hollow, with steep, high banks; on the grassy 
bottom of this hollow we picketed our horses, while 
we ourselves encamped upon the barren prairie just 
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above. The opportunily was admirable either for 
driying off our hoises or attacking us. After dark, 
as T6te Rouge was sitting at supper, we observed 
him pointing with a face of speechless horror over 
the shoulder of Henry, who was opposite to him. 
Aloof amid the darkness appeared a gigantic black 
apparition, solemnly swaying to and fro as it advanced 
steadily upon us. Henry,' half vexed and half amused^ 
jumped up, spread out his arms, and shouted. The 
invader was an old buffalo bull, who, with character- 
istic stupidity, was walking directly into camp. It 
cost some shouting and swinging of hats before we 
could bring him first to a halt and then to a rapid 
retreat. 

The moon was full and bright; but as the black 
clouds chased rapidly over it, we were at one moment 
in light and at the next in darkness. As the evening 
advanced, a thundernstorm came up and struck us 
with such violence that the tent would have been 
blown over if we had not interposed the cart to 
break the force of the wind. At length it subsided 
to a steady rain. I lay awake through nearly the 
whole night, listening to its dull patter upon the can- 
vas above. The moisture, which filled the tent and 
trickled from everything in it, did not add to the 
comfort of the situation^ About twelve o'clock Shaw 
went out to stand guard amid the rain and pitchy 
darkness. Munroe was also on the alert. When 
about two hours had passed, Shaw came silently in, 
and, touching Henry, called to him in a low, quick 
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voice to come out. ^What is it?" I asked. ^In- 
dians, I believe," whispered Shaw; ^but lie stUl; 
I'll call you if there's a fight." 

He and Henry went out together. I took the 
cover from my rifle, put a fresh percussion-cap upon 
it, and then, being in much pain, lay down again. 
In about five minutes Shaw returned. *' All right," 
he said, as he lay down to sleep. Henry was now 
standing guard in his place. He told me in the 
morning the particulars of the alarm. Munroe's 
watchful eye had discovered some dark objects down 
in the hollow, among the horses, like men creeping 
on all-fours. Lying flat on their faces, he and Shaw 
crawled to the edge of the bank, and were soon con- 
vinced that these dark objects were Indians. Shaw 
silently withdrew to call Henry, and they all lay 
watching in the same position. Henry's eye is one 
of the best on the prairie. He detected after a while 
the true nature of the intruders ; they were nothing 
but wolves creeping among the horses. 

It is veiy singular that, when picketed near a 
camp, horses seldom show any fear of such an intru- 
sion. The wolves appear to have no other object 
than that of gnawing the trail-ropes of raw hide by 
which the animals are secured. Several times in the 
course of the journey my horse's trail-rope was bitten 
in two by these nocturnal visitors. 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

THE SBTTLEMEMTS. 

The next day was extremely hot| and we rode 
from morning till night without seeing a tree, a bush, 
or a dtop of water. Our horses and mules suffered 
much more than we, but as sunset approached, they 
pricked up their ears and mended their pace. Water 
was not far off. When we came to the descent of 
the broad shallow yalley where it lay, an unlooked- 
for sight awaited us. The stream glistened at the 
bottom, and along its banks were pitched a multitude 
of tents, while hundreds of cattle were feeding over 
the meadows. Bodies of troops, both horse and foot, 
and long trains of wagons, with men, women, and 
children, were moving over the opposite ridge and 
descending the broad declivily before us. These 
were the Mormon battalion in the service of govern- 
ment, together with a considerable number of Missouri 
Volunteers. The Mormons were to be paid off in 
California, and they were allowed to bring with them 
their families and property. There was something 
very striking in the half-military, half-patriarchal 
appearance of these armed fanatics, thus on their 

way with their wives and children, to found, it 
▼oL.n.— 16 
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might be, a Mormon empire in Calif omia. We were 
much more astoniBhed than pleased at the sight 
before us. In order to find an unoccupied camping- 
ground, we were obliged to pass a quarter of a mile 
up the stream, and here we were soon beset by a 
swann of Mormons and Missourians. The United 
States officer in command of the whole came also to 
visit us, and remained some time at our camp. 

In the moming the country was covered with mist 
We were always early risers, but before we were 
ready, the voices of men driving in the cattle sounded 
all around us. As we passed above their camp, we 
saw through the obscurity that the tents were falling, 
and the ranks rapidly forming; and, mingled with 
the cries of women and children, the rolling of the 
Mormon drums and the clear blast of their trumpets 
sounded through the mist. 

From that time to the journey's end, we met almost 
eveiy day long trains of government wagons, laden 
with stores for the troops, crawling at a snail's pace 
towards Santa F^. 

T6te Rouge had a mortal antipathy to danger, but 
one evening he achieved an adventure more perilous 
than had befallen any man in the party. The day 
after we left the Ridge-path we encamped close to 
the river, and at sunset saw a train of wagons en- 
camping on the trail, about three miles off. Though 
we saw them distinctiy, our littie cart, as it after* 
wards proved, entirely escaped their notice. For 
some days T6te Rouge had been longing for a dram 
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of whiskey. So, resolving to improve the present 
opportunity, he mounted his horse *^ James," which 
he had obtained from the volunteers in exchange for 
his mule, slung his canteen over his shoulder, and 
set out in search of his favorite liquor. Some hours 
passed without his returning. We thought that he 
was lost, or perhaps that some stray Indian had 
snapped him up. While the rest fell asleep I re- 
mained on guard. Late at night a tremulous voice 
saluted me from the darkness, and T6te Rouge and 
James soon became visible, advancing towards the 
camp. T6te Rouge was in much agitation and big 
with important tidings. Sitting down on the shaft 
of the cart, he told the following story: — 

When he left the camp he had no idea, he said, 
how late it was. By the time he approached the 
wagoners it was perfectly dark; and as he saw them 
all sitting around their fires within the circle of 
wagons, their guns laid by their sides, he thought 
he might as well give warning of his approach, in 
order to prevent a disagreeable mistake. Raising his 
voice to the highest pitch, he screamed out in pro- 
longed accents, ** Camp ahoy I " This eccentric salu- 
tation produced anything but the desired effect. 
Hearing such hideous sounds proceeding from the 
outer darkness, the wagoners thought that the whole 
Pawnee nation were upon them. Up they sprang, 
wild with terror. Each man snatched his gim ; some 
stood behind the wagons ; some threw themselves flat 
on the ground, and in an instant twenty cocked 



228 THE OREGON TRAIL. 

miiflketB weie levelled fall at the homfied Tdto 
Booge, who just then hegBJi to be lisible thzoi:^ 
the gloom. 

^ Thar they come,*' cried die master wagoner; **fiie, 
file, shoot that feUer." 

^No, nol" screamed T6te Bonge, in an ecatasj 
of fright; ^ don't fire, don't; I'm a friend, I'm an 
American citizen I" 

^You're a friend, be you?" cried a gmff Toioe 
from the wagons; ^then what are you yellin' out 
thar for like a wild Injun? Come along up here if 
you 're a man." 

^Keep your guns p'inted at him," added the 
master wagoner; ^ maybe he's a decoy, like." 

T8te Rouge in utter bewilderment made his ap- 
proach, with the gaping muzzles of the muskets still 
before his eyes. He succeeded at last in explaining 
his true character, and the Missourians admitted him 
into camp. He got no whiskey; but as he repre- 
sented himself as a great invalid, and suffering much 
from coarse fare, they made up a contribution for 
him of rice, biscuit, and sugar from their own 
rations. 

In the morning at breakfast, T8te Rouge once more 
related this story. We hardly knew how much of it 
to belieye, though after some cross-questioning we 
failed to discoyer any flaw in the nanatiye. Pass- 
ing by the wagoners' camp, they confirmed T6te 
Rouge's account in every particular. 

^I wouldn't have been in that feller's place," 
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one of them, **for the biggest heap of money in 
Missouri." 

A day or two after, we had an adventure of 
another sort with a party of wagoners. Henry and 
I rode forward to hunt. After that day there was 
no probability that we should meet with buffalo, and 
we were anxious to kill one, for a supply of fresh 
meat. They were so wild that we hunted all the 
morning in vain, but at noon as we approached Cow 
Creek we saw a large band feeding near its margin. 
Cow Creek is densely lined with trees which inter- 
cept the view beyond, and it runs, as we afterwards 
found, at the bottom of a deep trench. We approached 
by riding along the bottom of a ravine. When we 
were near enough, I held the horses while Heniy 
crept towards the buffalo. I saw him take his seat 
within shooting distance, prepare his rifle, and look 
about to select his victim. The death of a fat cow 
seemed certain, when suddenly a great smoke and a 
rattling volley of musketry rose from the bed of the 
creek. A score of long-legged Missouiians leaped 
out from among the trees and ran after the buffalo, 
who one and all took to their heels and vanished. 
These fellows had crawled up the bed of the creek to 
within a hundred yards of the game. Never was 
there a fairer chance for a shot. They were good 
marksmen ; all cracked away at once, and yet not a 
buffalo fell. In fact, the animal is so tenacious of life 
that it requires no little knowledge of anatomy to kill 
it, and it is very seldom that a novice succeeds in his 
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first attempt at approaching. The balked Mifisouiians 
were excessively mortified^ especiallj when Heniy 
told them that if they had kept quiet he would have 
killed meat enough in ten minutes to feed their whole 
party. Our friends, who were at no great distance, 
hearing the fusillade, thought that the Indians had 
fired the volley for our benefit. Shaw came gallop- 
ing on to reconnoitre and learn if we were yet among 
the living. 

At Cow Greek we found the welcome novelty of 
ripe grapes and plums, which grew there in abun- 
dance. At the Little Arkansas, not much farther 
on, we saw the last buffalo, a miserable old bull, 
roaming over the prairie melancholy and alone. 

From this time forward the character of the country 
was changing every day. We had left behind us the 
great arid deserts, meagrely covered by the tufted 
buffalo-grass, with its pale green hue and its short 
shrivelled blades. The plains before us were carpeted 
with rich herbage sprinkled with flowers. In place 
of buffalo we found plenty of prairie-hens, and 
bagged them by dozens without leaving the trail. In 
three or four days we saw before us the forests and 
meadows of Council Grove. It seemed like a new 
sensation as we rode beneath the resounding arches 
of these noUe woods, — ash, oak, ebn, maple, and 
hickory, festooned with enormous grape-vines, purple 
with fruit. The shouts of our scattered party, and 
now and then the report of a rifle, rang through the 
breathless stillness of the forest. We rode out again 
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with regret into the broad light of the open piaiiie. 
Little more than a hundred miles now separated us 
from the frontier settlements. The whole interven- 
ing country was a succession of green prairies, rising 
in broad swells and relieved by trees clustering like 
an oasis around some spring, or following the course 
of a stream along some fertile hollow. These are the 
prairies of the poet and the novelist. We had left 
danger behind us. Nothing was to be feared from 
the Indians of this region, the Sacs and Foxes, Eanzas 
and Osages. We had met with rare good fortune. 
Although for five months we had been travelling 
with an insufficient force through a country where 
we were at any moment liable to depredation, not a 
single animal had been stolen from us, and our only 
loss had been one old mule bitten to death by a rattle- 
snake. Three weeks after we reached the frontier, 
the Pawnees and the Camanches began a regular 
series of hostilities on the Arkansas trail, killing men 
and driving off horses. They attacked, without 
exception, eveiy party, large or small, that passed 
during the next six months. 

Diamond Spring, Rock Creek, Elder Grove, and 
other 'camping places besides, were passed in quick 
succession. At Rock Creek we found a train of 
government provision-wagons under the charge of an 
emaciated old man in his seventy-first year. Some 
restless American devil had driven him into the wil- 
derness at a time of life when he should have been 
seated at his fireside with his grandchildren on his 
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the midst of their farown and shrivelled leaves. 
Robins and blackbirds flew about the fences, and 
everything betokened our near approach to home and 
civilization. The forests that border the Missouri 
soon rose before us, and we entered the wide tract of 
bushes which forms their outskirts. We had passed 
the same road on our outward journey in the spring, 
but its aspect was now totally changed. The young 
wild apple-trees, then flushed with their fragrant 
blossoms, were hung thickly with ruddy fruit. Tall 
grass grew by the roadside in place of tender shoots 
just peeping from the warm and oozy soil. The 
vines were laden with purple grapes, and the slender 
twigs of the swamp maple, then tasselled with their 
clusters of small red flowers, now hung out a gorgeous 
display of leaves stained by the frost with burning 
crimson. On eveiy side we saw tokens of maturity 
and decay where all had before been fresh with 
opening life. We entered the forest, checkered, as 
we passed along, by the bright spots of sunUght that 
fell between the opening boughs. On either side 
rich masses of foliage almost excluded the sun, 
though here and there its rays could find their way 
down, striking through the broad leaves and lighting 
them with a pure transparent green. Squirrels barked 
at us from the trees ; coveys of young partridges ran 
rustling over the fallen leaves, and the golden oriole, 
the blue- jay, and the flaming red-bird darted among 
the shadowy branches. We hailed these sights and 
sounds of beauty by no means with unmingled 
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pleasTue. Many and powerful as were the atttao- 
tions of the setdements, we looked back r^gretfolly 
to the wildemees behind ns. 

At length we saw the roof of a white man's dwell- 
ing between the opening trees. A few moments 
after, we were riding over the miserable log-faiidge 
that led into Westport. Westport had beheld strange 
scenes, but a rougher-looking troop than ours, with 
our worn equipments and broken-down horses, was 
never seen even there. We passed the well-remem- 
bered tavern, Boone's grocery, and old Yogel's dram- 
shop, and encamped on a meadow beyond. Here we 
were soon visited by a nimiber of people who came to 
purchase our horses and equipments. This matter 
disposed of, we hired a wagon and drove to Eanzas 
landing. Here we were again received under the 
hospitable roof of our old friend Colonel Chick, and 
seated imder his porch, we looked down once more 
on the eddies of the Missouri. 

Deslauriers made his appearance in the morniog, 
strangely transformed by a hat, a coat, and a razor. 
His little log-house was among the woods not far o£F. 
It seems he had meditated giving a ball in honor of 
his return, and had consulted Henry Chatillon, as to 
whether it would do to invite his Ixmrgeois. Henry 
expressed his entire conviction that we would not 
take it amiss, and the invitation was now proffered 
accordingly, Deslauriers adding as a special induce- 
ment that Antoine Lajeunesse was to play the fiddle. 
We told him we would certainly come, but before 
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eyening the axrival of a steamboat from Fort Leaven- 
worth prevented our being present at the expected 
festivities. Deslauriers was on the rock at the land- 
ing-place, waiting to take leave of ns. 

^^ Adieu I mes bouigeois, adieu! adieu!" he cried, 
as the boat put off; ^when you go another time to 
de Rocky Montagues I will go with you; yes, I 
will go!" 

He accompanied this assurance by jumping about, 
swinging his hat, and grinning from ear to ear. As 
the boat rounded a distant point, the last object that 
met our eyes was Deslauriers still lifting his hat and 
skipping about the rock. We had taken leave of 
Munroe and Jim Oumey at Westport, and Heniy 
Chatillon went down in the boat with us. 

The passage to St. Louis occupied eight days, 
during about a thiid of which time we were fast 
agroimd on sand-bars. We passed the steamer 
^ Amelia " crowded with a roaring crew of disbanded 
volimteers, swearing, drinking, gambling, and fight- 
ing. At length one evening we reached the crowded 
levee of St. Louis. Bepairing to the Planters' House, 
we caused diligent search to be made for our trunks, 
which were at length discovered stowed away in the 
farthest comer of the store-room. Li the morning, 
transformed by the magic of the tailor's art, we 
hardly recognized each other. 

On the evening before our departure, Henry 
Chatillon came to our rooms at the Planters' House 
to take leave of us. No one who met him in the 
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Absihth, L 144. 

AdrQutiizsiBi L 4* 

AgMmit Mnaeiim, the, ii. 130. 

Allegliaiiiw, the, L 6, 108. 

"Amelia^" the steamer, ii. 285. 

American For Company, the, i 
16, 80; posts established bj, L 
122; L 135, 152,182; ii. 118. 

Americans, the, in the batde of 
Sacramento, ii. 205. 

Animals, inferior, the Indians aa* 
cribe intelligence to, ii 50. 

Antelope, i. 82, 95, 143, 147, 162, 
163; the graceful peace spirit 
of the Ogillallah, i. 180; i 210, 
216,230; iL 23,39,84, 87, 110,213. 

Apennines, the, i. 215. 

Arapahoes, the, fastnesses of, i. x ; 
i 161,225; ii. 56; their dedara- 
tionagainst the whites, ii. 62 ; the 
dragoons among, ii 63 ; treaeh- 
erjofyii. 63 ; their consternation, 
ii 63 ; send a deputation to Fort 
Laramie, ii. 64 ; become insolent, 
ii. 64; ii. 135, 136, 138, 144, 145, 
161, 162, 163 ; the language of, 
ii 165 ; Parkman among, ii 162- 
167; ii. 169, 171, 175, 176. 

Arkansas River, the, i 77 ; ii. 52, 
118, 123, 124, 125; Keame/s 
march up, ii. 125; ii. 136, 140, 
144, 159, 163, 164, 183, 187; 
Flarkman on, u. 204, 231. 



Arkansas Valhlj, the, ii 144. 
" Arrow-Breakezs, The," ii. 72, 73. 
Arrow-Head, Chief, at the Ogilr 

lallah Tillage, ii. 6. 
Ash Hollow, i 107. 
" Astoria,"' Irving's, i 151. 
Atlantic, the, i 14. 

BAOKwooDBKAir, the, American, 
his home the forest, i 132 ; com- 
pared with the Canadian voya- 
geuTt i 132 ; i 155. 

Badgers, ii. 174. 

Bad Wound, Chief, lodge ot, ii 
6. 

Baptiste^ Jean, i 16. 

Beayer, the, ii 41, 66, 67, 75, 76. 

Beckworth, Jim, adventures of, i 
152-154. 

Bent's Fort, ii 62, 117, 118, 142, 
146, 147; location of, ii. 147; 
Parkman at, ii 147; ii 149, 
152, 160, 161. 

" Big Blue," the, Parkman at, i 
62, 68; i 64. 

Big Crow, Chief, at the Ogillallah 
Tillage^ ii. 5; lodge o^ ii 6, 7 ; 
ii 9, 11, 13, 16, 19, 21, 29, 88, 
40, 44, 50, 52, 53; his scars, ti. 
54-56; ii69, 80, 105. 

Big-horn, the, ii. 81, 98. 

Bisonette, a tzapper, i 196, 200, 
203,205,206; ii 113,118; camp 
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^MttiB, Kit, iL ITS. 

CmHs, tte tnPMifltfE; L US. 

ChattlVMh Hmj, 

gDi<i#, L sSi, 15; ili'iijtfiMi of, 

i. )4; dumwteriitiei o^ i 17, 

\n; H. 195; i 25,38^48, 49,54, 

4d, 44, 73 ; bmtiagbofido, t. 81- 

§4;i,M,87,M,M,98,97,M»t06, 

109,111,114; stFMtLnuBie^ 

I ISO, 135; liekaM of hk 

nqiiftw, I. 141, 148; L 143, 146, 

14^, 144, 150, 154; dMttli of luf 

iquiir, I. 156-168; L 170, 181, 

195, 195, 80S. 504. 108; fi. 89, 

115, 115, 180, 181, 1S8, 156, 

157, 155, 147, 159, 160, 161, 

154. 145. 166. 165; «*5nno«^ 

tnit'* Kttffalo, it 175: fi. 176^ 

175, t55« 155, 159, 191,193,194; 
tl 156, )95» 905^ 991, M5^ 913^ 
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SU, S18, 2S8, aS4, 299, 280, 984, 

935. 
Cherry Creek, Ptekman at, it 136. 
Chtck, Colonel, i. 6, 11 ; u. 984. 
Chick, Mnk,L 11. 
Chief, the Indian, the aathoritj 

of, i. 176. 
Chihnahoa, the city of, iL 905. 
ChQgwater,L 149, 150, 164, 165; 

a. 112. 
Cimarron, the, ii. 904. 
Coondl Grove^ ii. 230. 
Cow Creek, ii 229, 230. 
Crieketi, ii. 129. 
Crowe, the, i. 22; yiolate the 

■epoltare of the Dahootahs, i. 

125 ; war-parties of, i. 148, 149 ; 

attack the Blackfoot war-party, 

i. 152-154; i. 165, 169, 220; the 

grand war-party against, ii. 57. 
Crow Tillage, the, i. 152. 
Corlews, L 144, 212. 

Dahcotah, the, exploit of, L 74. 

Dahootah, the, i. 101, 110, 118; 
their place of sepolture, i. 125 ; 
take adyantage of the timoroos 
mood of the emigrants, L 183 ; 
demand a " feast," L 183 ; war- 
like excitement among, i. 189; 
encounter great rererses, i. 189 ; 
prepare to take revenge upon 
the Snakes, i. 140; their ren- 
desTons at " La Bont^s camp," 
i. 140; I 148, 149; exterminate 
the Tillage of the Hohays, i 
152; cat off the Delawaree, i. 
152 ; hent on war, L 159 ; range 
orer a Tast territory, L 175; 
their diTcrsions, L 176; their 
costoms, L 176 ; their hospitality, 
i. 179 ; i. 220 ; fhitemities among, 
ii. 72; the custom of gifts 
among, ii 72; IL 122, 126, 128, 
165, 166. 

TOL. II. — 16 



Dahcotah, the eastern, i. 176. 

Dahcotah, the western, liaTe no 
fixed habitations, i. 177; war 
the breath of their nostrils, i. 
177. 

Deer, i. 147, 228 ; ii 79, 88. 

Deer, black-tailed, ii 76, 81, 84, 
106. 

Delawaree, the, at Westport, i. 
7; i 21, 23, 24, 25, 26; cut off 
by the Dahootah, i 152. 

Dedanriers, Parkman's muleteer, 
i. xii, 15; description of, i. 16 ; 
i 18, 22, 28, 83, 36, 37, 42,48, 
49, 50, 53, 54, 56, 57, 63, 70, 71, 
104. 106, 140, 142, 143, 147, 188, 
208, 206, 208; ii. 114, 119, 129, 
134, 138, 147, 151, 155, 156, 168, 
176, 178, 184, 185, 187, 197, 198, 
200, 209, 210, 211, 234, 235. 

Diamond Spring, ii. 231. 

Dobbe, Dr.,ii221. 

Dog-feast, the, i 188 ; ii. U. 

Doniphan, success at Sacramento 
of, ii 205. 

Doniphan's Tolunteers, ii. 204 ; in 
the battle of Sacramento, ii. 206. 

Dor-bugs, i. 53, 54. 

Dorion, Paul, the Dahcotah, at 
Fort Laramie, i. 151-156; ii. 
113, 122. 

Doricm, Pierre, i 151. 

Dragoons, the, expedition of, i. 
12, 84; i 46, 47; among the 
Arapahoes, ii 62, 63. 

Eaolk-Fsathbb, Chief, at the 

OgiUallah Tillage, ii. 5, 16; ii. 

100. 
Elder Orore, ii. 281. 
Elk, i 145, 223; ii. 78, 79, 81, 88, 

98, 106. 
BUis, at Beufs Fort, ii 150; ii 

156, 157, 160, 184, 186, 916, 

218. 



242 



INDEX. 



EUifl, liaiy, grave of, L 65. 
Emigzantf, i 5, 66; at Fozt 

Laramie, L 131 ; their prejudice 

against the French Indians, i. 

181 ; timorona mood of, L 133. 

See alio CaUJbmia emigraMs 

and Oregon emigrants. 
Engagia, the, at Fort Laramie, i. 

ISO, 126. 
England, i. 103. 
Europe, L 103. 
Ewing, ii. 162 • 

*' FiBx-KxoioniB," iL 48. 

'^Fiye Hundred Dollar," ChatU- 
lon'e hone, i. 81, 82, 109. 

Forest, the, the home of the hack- 
woodsman, i. 132. 

Forts, Indian, i. 224. 

Foxes, iL 104. 

Frederic, i. 86, 87. 

Fremont, disastrous passage of, i. 
zu; 11.47. 

French, the, L 131. 

French Indians, the, prejudice of 
the emigrants against, i 131. 

French hunters, at Independence, 
i. 6. 

Fur Companj, the, see Anuriean 
Fur Company, the. 

Oaxbubbs, L 4. 

Gambling, among the Indiaas, 

iL51. 
QentUe persecution, i. z. 
" Gentiles," the, ii. 146. 
German forests, the, L 103. 
Gifts, the custom of, among the 

DaJicotahs, ii. 72. 
Gingras, a trapper, L 160, 169, 189, 

196. 
" Goch^'s Hole," ii. 120. 
Gold, in the Black Mountains, 

iL83. 
Good Woman, the, ii. 46, 48, 112. 



Gnsshoppers, iL 129. 

Great Spirit, the, i. 159, 178^ 185; 

ii. 48, 61, 68. 
Grizsly bears, L 18, 19. 180^ 187, 

209, 223 ; ii. 120, 121, 143. 
Groe-Ventre Blaclrfeet, the, L 225 ; 

ii. 56. 
Gumey, Jim, at Bent's Fozt, & 

149, 150; iL 156, 171, 184, 196, 

209, 216, 218, 235. 

"HAXir^TOS]f,The,"Ll43; at the 
Ogillallah village, ii 6; iL 24, 
25, 45 ; character of, iL 88» 89^ 
90, 91, 105, 106, 107. 

Half-breeds, L 117. 

Hare, the gray, L 144, 228. 

"Hendrick," Parkman's hoise, L 
22, 38, 39, 84, 106, 160, 164. 

"Hog, The," L 113, 114. 

Hohays, the, their village extermi- 
nated bj the Daheoteh, L 152. 

Holt, Mr., at Benf s Fort, iL 148. 

Hopkins, John, iL 152. 

Horn, Gape, L 132. 

Homed frog, the, iL 129. 

"Horse, The," L 141, 143, 14e^ 
150 ; character of, ii. 89. 

Hoxse Creek, Parkman at, L 111 ; 
ii. 118, 121, 122. 

Horseshoe Creek, i. 200, 205. 

Horsestealing, among the Indiana^ 
L183. 

Illinois, the State o^ L 9, 47, 
103. 

Iowa, the State of, iL 149. 

Iowa Indians, the, village of, L 
46. 

Independence, rendezvous of emi- 
grants at, i. 5 ; Parkman at, L 
5, 9 ; description of life at, L 9 ; 
L47. 

Indian, the, shorn of his pictar- 
eequeness, L xi ; cannot act in 
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large bodies, i. 175; the living 
representatiye of the "stone 
age," ii 4 ; his idea of thunder, 
ii. 8; ascribes intelligence to 
inferior animals, ii. 50; his 
gambling, ii. 51 ; his "medi- 
cines," ii 52 ; his fondness for 
his diildren, ii. 53; tortures of, 
ii. 54 ; effect of sickness upon, ii 
60, 61 ; his goardian spirit, ii 94. 

Indian apple, the, i 14. 

Indian police, the. ii 83, 71 ; the 
important functions of, ii. 73; 
their authority, ii 73. 

Indian traders, i 107. 

Indian Tillage, the, description of, 
i 176. 

Insects, prairie, i. 96. 

Iroquois, the, i. 26. 

Irving, Washington, i 151. 

Israel, the lost tribes of, i 166. 

"Jambs," Tfite Rouge's hone, ii. 
227, 232. 

Kanzas, Farkman at, i 6, 11, 12; 
u. 234. 

Kansas Indians, the, i 4, 6; at 
Weetport, i 7 ; i 19, 20, 21 ; ii. 
231. 

Kansas Biyer, the, i 10, 21, 23. 

Kearney, General, at Fort Leaven- 
worth, i 28 ; i 31, 34, 47, 156; 
ii. 52, 62, 63 ; his march up the 
ArksAsas, ii 125; marches 
against Santa Ftf, ii 142; ii 
146, 148, 163, 204. 

Kearsley, i. 68, 69, 75, 78, 80. 

Kentucky, the wilderness of, i 108. 

Kickapoos, the, i. 30. 

Kickapoo trader, the, i 29 ; enter- 
tains Farkman, i. 30, 31 ; i 34. 

Kickapoo village, the, i 28 ; Fark- 
man at, i. 30. 

Kongra-Tonga, see B^ Cnw, 



"La BoMTfe's Camp," Indian rexk- 
dezvous at, i 140; i 146, 159, 
171, 175, 194, 196, 201 ; Pftrk- 
man at, i 203 ; i 218; ii. 96. 

Lajeunesse, Antoine, ii 234. 

Laramie Creek, i 119, 128, 143, 
144, 145, 162, 163, 196, 217, 
220; ii. 47, 110, 111, 113. 

Lazamie, Fort, i 34,46, 76, 86^ 
88, 103, 105, 117, 118, 119; its 
inmates, i 120; Farkman at, i 
121, 122 ; description of, i 122, 
123; domestic economy at, i 
126; scenes at, i 127-138; i 
142, 156, 160, 193, 196, 204, 207, 
208, 211, 229; ii 14, 22, 23, 62; 
the Arapahoes send a deputa- 
tion to, ii. 64; ii. 96, 104, 113, 
116 ; Ftokman bids adieu to, ii 
118; ii 119, 122, 129, 141, 144. 

Laramie, Mount, i. 210, 219. 

Laramie Flains, i 139. 

" Latter Day Saints," the, i 47. 

Leavenworth, Fort, i 12, 24, 26, 
27 ; Farkman at, i 28 ; Kearney 
at, i 28; i 38, 46; ii 62, 232, 
235. 

Le Boigne, description of, i 179; 
the vision of, i 180; ii. 5. 

Le Cochon, see " Hog^ The,*' 

Le Rouge, Antoine, ii 113, 122, 
126, 127. 

Little Arkansas, the, ii 230. 

Lisazds, ii 129. 

Lodges, Indian, visited by Fark- 
man, i 135. 

Long's Feak, ti. 132. 

Lower Delaware, the, i 21. 

Lower Flatte, the, i 74. 

Maokbhzib, ii. 22. 

Mad Wolf, Chief, i. 190; at the 
Ogillallah village, ii. 5; his 
struggle with Tall Bear, ii 1% 
73. 
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Magofllxi, a trader, ii 161. 
liahto-Tatonka. the OsfllaUah 



chief, description of, L 181 ; hia 

lend with Smoke, i. 181-183; 

his death, i. 188 ; ii. 16. 
Hahto-Tatonka, the jonnger, i. 

150, 166, 170, 171, 179, 183; 

description of, i 183-185; i. 

191, 198; ii 5. 
Hargot, Beynal's sqnaw, i. 143, 

147 ; ii. 34, 46. 
Marie, Bordeaux's sqnaw, L 180, 

131. 
Matamoiaa, Taylor's rictories at, 

ii. 1S5. 
Maxwell, a trader, iL 165. 
May, a trader, L 119, 128. 
May, a trapper, killed hy the 

Indians, ii. 63. 
McClnskey, a trader, i. 168, 159. 
Medicine Bow range, the, L S31 ; 

ti. 15, 45, 55, 64, 65. 
"Medidne-man," the, i. 173; ii. 

58. 
''Medicine-pipe," the, i. 17S. 
''Medicines," Indian, iL 52. 
" Medidne-song," the, ii. 70. 
"Medidne^moke," the, ii. 71. 
Mmmaska, the, i 135, 186 ; u. 13, 

18, 59, 103, 125. 
Mene-Seela, see lUd- Water, 
Methodist Shawanoe Mission, the, 

i. 20. 
Mexican dergy, the, iL 28. 
Mexican frontier, the, L 116. 
Mexicans, L 87,155; iL 125, 141, 

142, 144, 145, 152, 153, 156, 156; 

in the hattle of Sacramento, iL 

205,206; iL 221. 
Mexican territories, L 26 ; ii. 3. 
Mexico, iL 125, 152. 
Minnicongew lodges, the^ L 154, 

159. 
Biissonriana, iL 204, 226, 228, 229, 

230. 



Missouri Riyer, the, L 3, 4, 6, 11, 

12, 26, 28, 29, 77, 155, 157, 16^ 

234. 
Missouri, the State of, L xij, 5, 20, 

46, 47, 103, 187 ; iL 233. 
Missouri Volunteers, the, iL 2S5. 
Mohawks, the^ L 190. 
Monterey, the yolunteezB o^ L 

132. 
Monthalon, at Fort Laramie, L 

121, 128. 
Morin, a trapper, L 169, 172; his 

hride, L173; L 200, 205. 
Mormon, L x. 

Mormon hattalion, the, ii. 225. 
Mormons, the, i. 47, 48, 107 ; iL 

143, 146, 226. 
Mormon settlement, the, Farkn&n 

at, ii. 145. 
"Mountain men," the, L 4, 87, 

117; iL 150. 
" Mule-kiUer," the, L 4. 
Munroe, at Bent's Fort, iL 149; 

ii. 155, 156, 185, 187, 197, 200; 

223, 224, 235. 

Naplss, the sky of, ii. 140. 
NauToo, the great Mormon temple 

of, iL 146; trading estahlish- 

ment at, iL 152. 
NaTaho dayes, L 116. 
Negroes, L 4. 
New England, L 23, 137, 144, 

209. 
New Hampshire, the mountains 

of, i. 23. 
New Mexico^ ii. 204. 
New Orleans, ii. 152. 
Nes Perc^, misnon, the, ii. 23. 

OoiLLi.Li.AH, the, L 22 ; thorough 
sayages, L 134; Farkmaa and 
Shaw amSng, i. 136 ; L 175, 176 ; 
the antdope the graceful peace 
spirit of, L 180; L 181; the 



lodiEW of, ). 131 i IL 4, 14, 56, 

S7, 74. 
Ogillallili Tillage, tlu^ Farkmui 

at, i. 4-17; bt««ki np, ii. IS; 

legends and tntditicnu of, iL 43; 

u. 114. 
Ohio, the wildeniMM of, L 103. 
OjibwM, the, i. 176. 
Old Smoke, i. 109, 111, lU; hia 

lodge, I 196, 137; eatertaina 

Faiknun, i. 137, 138 ; bS» fend 

with Uahto-Tatanla, i. 181 ; ii 

117. 
ONgon, L z, 3, 6, e, 66, 103, 13S i 

U.4. 
OtegoD emigrant*, the, L 4, 34, 46, 

47, 64 i IL 143, 150. 
<Agee,the, ii >31. 
OtUwB BiTfir, the, rapide M, I 

133. 
Owlt, ii. 131. 

Paoifid OaaiM, the, L x. 

TUo Alto, the battk of, U. 14S. 

Panther, Chief, at the OgillaUah 
Tillage, iL B; iL 33, 24; ehar- 
acterof, iLlOO; iL lOS. 

Fajrin, the "boaa" of Fort Lar- 
amie, L S6, BT, 131 ; ii. 23, IIS, 
119. 

Faiknum, Fianda, at I^ke^ Peak, 
L Ix ; the motlTea for hia trip 
to the Bock^ Honut^na, L xi ; 
among the Sioux, L xii; on 
boaid the " Radnor," L 3 ; at 
Independence, i. S, 9 ; at Kan- 
*aa, L 6; at Weatport, L 6; 
fellow-ttaTeUera, L 8 ; an niifor- 
tnnate beginning, L 13 ; deacilp- 
tioQ of bis compuiiona, L 16; 
Tiaiton, i. 19; on the ffanaai. 
L 91 ; at Port LeaTenworth, i. 
38 ; at the Kickapoo Tillage, L 
30; entertained b^the Kiek»- 
poo trader, i. 30, 31 ; miagiT- 
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inga, {. 83 ; " jnmping oft," iL 
88-46 ; on tbe St. Joaeph trail, 
i. 48-63 ; reachw the " Big 
Bine," i. 63 ; in camp, L 64 ; a 
further addition to the part;, L 
69 ; in the Platte Tallej, L 76 ; 
hunting bnilalo, L 83-84, 90 ; iL 
36-38; a predicament, L 89; 
lost on the piaiiie, L M-97 ; at 
the SoDth Fork of the Platte, 
i 100; takes leare of Captain 

C '■ part;, L 104 ; at Scott's 

Blntt, i. 106 ; among the Dahco- 
taha, L 110; in Old Smew's 
Tillage, 1. Ill ; a matrimonial 
batgaln ptopoaed, L 114; en- 
tertained b; Bichaid, L 1 16, 1 17 ; 
reaches Port Laramie, L 119; 
at Fort I^ramie, L 130-lSS; 
Tiuts an Indian lodge, L 135; 
enjojs a dog-feaat, L 138 ; plans 
to be i^eaenl at the rendeiroos 
at " I« Bont^B camp," L 140 ; 
forced to gire np hia plan, i. 
141, 143; hia illness, i 143; 
hires reinf orcsmenta, L 141, 143 ; 
In danger from tbe Crows, 1. 
149; his experieucee with I^nl 
at Fort Laramie, 1. 151-156; 
his adTentnna retnmlng to 
camp, L 1BB-16S; entertained 
bj the Dahcotah, L 179; ririt* 
the "Whirlwind," L ISB, 186; 
scenet in his camp, L 186-190 ; 
sick in camp, i. 191, 199; iU- 
lock, i. 198-303; at La Bontfs 
camp, L 903; hunting Indiana, 
L 304-331; at Bitter Cotton- 
wood Creek, L 309; at Oie 
lodgea of the OgiUaUah, L 331 ; 
IL 4 ; Tiaits the Big Crow, iL 7- 
17 ; retnm of his iUueas, ii. 19, 
31 ; ss a " fire-medicine," it. 46 ; 
in Big Crow's i^-dge, ii. 50-16 ; 
Tidia White S1i!el<), ii, 57, 58; 
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breftka camp, ii. 68 ; a threatened 
attack, ii 69; inthe Black HiUs, 
ii. 75-78 ; a mountain hont, \L 
80-95; passage of the moun- 
tains, it 96-116; rejoins Shaw 
at Fort Laramie, ii. 1IS-I15; 
bids adieu to Fort Laramie, ii. 
118 ; at " Goch^s Hole," iL 120 ; 
at Bisonette's camp, ii. 122 ; 
entertained bj The Stabber, ii. 
124; at Cherrj Creek, ii. 186; 
at Boiling Spring Creek, ii. 140; 
at Pueblo, ii. 140-144; at the 
Mormon settlement, ii 145; at 
Bent's Fort, ii. 147-150 ; on the 
Upper Arkansas, ii. 158 ; Li- 
dian alarms, ii. 158-171 ; among 
the Arapahoes, ii. 162-167; a 
buffalo chase, ii. 175-183; the 
buffalo camp, ii. 184-203 ; down 
the Arkansas, ii. 204-224; re- 
turns to the settlements, ii. 225- 
236. 

" Parks," the, i. 177. 

Parks, Chief, i. 20. 

*' Pauline," Parkman's mare, L 
207, 210, 212, 216, 218, 221, 222, 
223, 228, 229 ; H. 20, 32, 34, 86, 
37, 38, 76, 105, 110, 181, 182. 

Pawnee Fork, the, ii 162. 

Pawnees, the, L 19, 44, 69, 71, 73, 
75, 78, 101, 136; ii 117, 118, 
146, 166, 167, 214, 217, 227, 231. 

Pawnee trail, the, i 74. 

Pawnee villages, the, i. 74, 88. 

Pemmican, ii 32. 

Penn, William, i. 26. 

Pennsylvania, the State of, i 26. 

Perrault, quarrels with Bordeaux, 
i. 157 ; sets out for Fort Pierre, 
i 157. 

Philip, King, i 175. 

Pierre, at Fort Laramie, i. 127, 
128. 

Pierre, Fort,i 157; ii 114. 



Pike's Peak, Parkman at, i ix; £. 
195 ; a 137, 139. 

Plantezs' House, the, St. Louis, iL 
235. 

Platte, the, i 34, 37, 40, 47, 48, 69, 
73, 75, 76, 77 ; the climate of, L 
79 ; i 81, 86, 88, 94, 97, lOQ, 101, 
103, 107, 114, 115, 118, 140,206; 
ii. 136. 

Platte y alio J, the, Parkman in, i 
76. 

Pontiac, i 175. 

" Pontiac," Parkman's horse^ i 22, 
38, 39, 42, 54, 92, 93, 94, 97, 106, 
207. 

Pottawattamies, the, i. 30. 

Piairie Cock, the, i. 135. 

Prairie<logB, i 85, 96, 144; ii ISO, 
131. 

Pzairie-dog Yillage, a, i 149. 

Price's Missouri regiment, ii 204, 
206, 218. 

Pueblo, the, ii 123, 128, 134; 
Parkman at, ii 140 ; the gate o^ 
ii 141 ; the state i^Murtment o^ 
ii 142; apprehension of the in- 
habitants <xf, ii 144 ; ii. 147. 

Puhri lodges, the, i 30. 

QUBBBC, i 16. 



B 
B 



, COLOKKL, i 156. 

, Mr.,at Westport^i 7; 



joins Parknum's partj, i. 8 ; i 
10 ; a high-handed proceeding, 
i 12; i 27; at Fort Leaven- 
worth, i 32 ; his outfit, i. 33 ; i 
34. 36, 46, 59, 61 ; at the " Big 
Blue," i 62, 63; i 68; his fur- 
ther stupidity, i 68; i 86, 88; 
lost on the prairie, i. 98 ; returns 
to camp, i 101, 102 ; Parkman's 
party takes leave of, i 104. 

" Babbit, The," ii. 45, 88, 90. 

Babbits, ii 86. 
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" Radnor/' the, Farkman on, i. 3 ; 
her freight, i. 3 ; her paBeengers, 

Rattlesnake, the, i. 144 ; ii. 134. 

Raymond, the hunter, death of, L 
zii ; joins Parkman's party, i. 142, 
143, 147, S04, 207, 208, 210, 211, 
212, 213, 214, 215, 216, 217, 218, 
220, 221, 222, 223, 225, 228, 229, 
230, 231 ; at the Ogillallah vil- 
lage, 4, 7, 11, 12, 14, 18, 20, 22, 
23, 28, 29 ; u. 33, 34, 38, 39, 44, 
68, 69, 70, 76, 77, 80, 81, 91, 97, 
98, 99, 105, 106, 110, 111, 113, 
119, 127, 133, 146. 

Reddick, adventures of, ii. 117. 

Red-Water, Chief, at the Ogil- 
lallah village, ii. 5 ; lodge of, ii. 
6, 8; iL 14, 15, 16, 27, 31, 40; a 
great friend to the whites, ii. 
41 ; ii. 42, 64, 69, 71, 93, 94. 

Resaca de la Palma, the battle ot,- 
ii. 142. 

Reynal, the Indian trader, joins 
Parkman's party, i. 143 ; i. 147, 
150, 164, 169, 170, 187, 188, 194, 
197, 223 ; at the OgiUallah vil- 
lage, ii. 4,5,6,7,8, 10, 11,12, 
13, 16, 21, 22, 23, 24, 28, 84, 35, 
44, 45, 58, 59, 60, 67, 69, 70, 77, 
80, 82, 83, 84, 85, 86, 87, 88, 90, 
91, 98, 99, 109, 110. 

Riduird, entertains Parkman, L 
116, 117; i. 118; his trading- 
house, i. 151 ; i. 155, 188 ; at 
Pueblo, ii. 141, 142, 144 ; ii. 147. 

Richard's Fort, i. 154, 155, 159. 

Richardson, ii. 113. 

Ridge-path, the, ii. 222, 226. 

Rio Grande, the, i. 142. 

Rock Creek, ii. 231. 

Rocky Mountains, the, Pftrkman's 
trip to, L 3 ; i. 17, 26, 34, 76, 80, 
141, 176, 200, 231 ; ii. 45, 66, 85, 
132, 236. 



Rocky Mountain trapper, the, wild 
and perilous life of, L 170; L 
193. 

Roman empire, the, L 103. 

" Root-Diggers," the, iL 27. 

Roubidou, the blacksmith, L 160. 

Rouleau, a trapper, 1. 161, 169, 
182; ii. 45, 48; hazardous en- 
terprise of, iL 62 ; laughs at 
danger, ii. 64 ; description of, ii. 
65; his unlucky partiaUtj for 
squaws, ii 65 ; life of, iL 66 ; 
his departure, ii. 67. 

Rouville,iL 118, 119; description 
Qf,ii. 119; iL 121,122. 

Russel's party, ii 118. 

Sacsambkto, Doniphan's success 
at, u. 205. 

Sacs and Foxes, the, at Westport, 
L7; iL231. 

St. Joseph, L 46, 47. 

St. Joseph ^migrants, the, L 47. 

St Joseph's trail, the, L 46 ; Park- 
man on, i. 48. 

St Louis, the city of, L zii ; abusy 
season in, L 3; Kansas Indians 
in,L4; L 7, 8, 16, 17, 28, 152; 
ii. 22, 119, 206, 221, 235, 236. 

St. Louis volunteers, the, iL 152. 

St Peter, the river, L 176. 

St. Yrain, M., iL 13.V 

SantaF^, L3; expedition at, L 28 ; 
ii. 28, 141 ; Kearney marches 
against, iL 142 ; ii. 147, 161, 204, 
207, 220, 226. 

Santa F^ trade, the, i. 3. 

Santa F^ traders, L 4, 5, 9 ; iL 16L 

Saraphin, a trapper, L 169 ; iL 45; 
haisardous enterprise of, iL 62; 
laughs at danger, ii. 64 ; descrip- 
tion of, ii. 65; Us departure, iL 67. 

Scott's Blnif, Parkman at, L 108. 

Self-torture, among the Indians, 
u. 54. 
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Sepnlturey Indian places of, i 125. 

Shaw, Qoincy Adamt, with Park- 
man in hk trip to the Bocky 
Mountains, i. 8 ; i. 15, 16, 18, 28, 
31, 3S, 43, 44, 46; on the St 
Joseph tnul, i. 48, 57 ; at the 
" Big Blae," i. 63, 73 ; on the 
Flatte,L 81, 85 ; hunting bofUo, 
i 90-98 ; i 97, 99, 106 ; Tisits 
an Indian lodge, i. 185 ; aasomes 
a medical character, L 186, 137 ; 
L 143, 147,149, 150, 164; his ad- 
Tentnres with Chafcillon, i 165- 
168; i 196, 197, 202, 203, 204, 
205. 206, 207, 208 ; serionsly ill, 
i. 206; i. 211; ii.22; ill at Fort 
Laramie^ iL 22; ii. 52, 62, 96, 
104, 118, 114, 115, 116; bids 
adien to Fort Laramie, -ii. 118 ; 
li. 120^ 121, 134, 137, 138, 153, 
158, 164, 171, 175, 176 ; abnfEalo 
chase, il 178-183; u. 185, 186, 
187, 192, 198, 194, 195, 198, 200, 
201, 208, 206, 216, 218, 223, 224, 
236. 

Shawanoes, the, at Westport, i 7 ; 
118,20,23,26; iL 232. 

Sheep, Bocky Mountain, L 223; 
ii 12, 78, 98, 99. . 

Shields, Indian, iL 166. 

6hiennes,the, at the OgiUallah Til- 
lage, iL 5 ; lodges of, ii. 122; iL 
126, 128, 151. 

Sibille, a trader, iL 122. 

Side Fork of Laramie Creek, the, 
L 212. 

Simonean, the hnnter, L 17, 119. 

Sionx, the, Parkman among, L 
zii ; L 134, 158 ; range orer a 
▼ast territoiy, L 175. 

Smoke, see Old Smeke, 

Smoke's Tillage, L 109, 111, 128- 
133, 142. 

Smoking, the prairie cnstom of, L 
117. 



Snake ooontry, the, L 139; IL 17. 

Snakes, L 96; iL 131. 

Snakes, the, wipe out the OgiUal- 
lah expedition, i. 139 ; dread the 
resentment of the Dahcotah, L 
139 ; The Whirlwind prepares to 
take reTcnge upon, i. 140; the 
Dahootah make war upon, L 
176; L 225, 229 ; iL 15, 28, 55 ; 
the grand war-party against, iL 
57 ; ii. 59. 

" Soldien,*' the, see Indian pdU», 
the. 

Sorel, a Canadian, i. 8, 10, 26, 62, 
63 ; hunting buiblo, i. 86 ; lost 
on the prairie, L 98; returns to 
camp, L 102. 

South Fork of the Platte, the, 
Parkman at, L 100 ; ii. 132, 134. 

Spaniards, at Independence, L 5. 

Speculaton, L 4. 

Squaws, Indian, L 111, 112, 120^ 
124, 129, 180, 134, 136 ; the pur- 
chase of, L 172 ; the stealing of, 
L183; ii. 18,43,167. 

Squirrels, Uack, ii. 187. 

" Stabber, The," entertains Ftok- 
man, iL 124 ; his story, iL 124; 
125. 

Stephens, Bill, ii. 152. 

" Stone age," the, Indians the Br- 
ing representatiTCS of^ ii. 4. 

" Strong Hearts," the, society of, 
iL 128. 

SnUette, adTentures of, iL 117, 
118; iLl47. 

Swan, Uned by the Indians, iL 
161 ; graTe of, iL 217. 

Sweetwater, iL 62. 

Tall Bxab, struggles with the 

Mad Wolf, ii. 72, 73. 
Taos, iL 23, 141. 
Tkylor, General, at Matamoras, 

iLl25; U. 206. 
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Tecnmseh^ i. 175. 

Tdte Rooge, description of, ii. 
151; sketch of, ii. 152; his ill- 
ness, ii 152, 153; ii. 154, 155, 
156, 159, 160, 163, 168, 170, 171, 
175, 187, 189, 196, 197, 198, 
199, 200. 202, 208, 209, 210, 221, 
228, 226, 227, 228, 232. 

Thunder, the Indian idea of, iL 
8. 

Thonder-fighteis, Indian, it 9. 

Tom, i. 89, 90. 

Traders, at Fort Laramie, i 120; 
ii. 135. 

Trapper, the moontain, i. zL 

Trappers, i 107 ; at Fort Laramie, 
i. 120; i. 155. 

Troche, a trapper, ii. 118, 120. 

Tucker, i. 119. 

Tnrkej-buziards, ii. 202. 

Turner, i. 73. 

Uppxr AnKANBAS, the, Farkman 
on, ii. 158 ; Keamej on, IL 204. 
Upper Lakes, the, L 176. 
Upper Missouri, the, i. 152. 
Utah squaw, the, ii 120. 

Yasxisb, the trader, i 119, 122, 

128, 139. 
Vera Cms, ii 152. 
Vermont woods, the, i. 23. 
Vogel, in Kansas, i 12; ii. 234. 



Voyageur, the Canadian, compared 
with the backwoodsman, i 132. 
Ynltnzes, ii. 202, 203. 

Wasna, ii. 32, 46, 88, 112. 

Weah Washtay, see Qcod FTosMm, 
the. 

West, i 190. 

Western plains, the, i. 14. 

Westport, Flarkman at, i. 6; full 
of Indians, L 7 ; i 10, 12, 13, 
14, 20, 31, 78 ; ii 234, 235, 236. 

Whirlwind, the, the Ogillallah 
chief, i. 139 ; his hatred of the 
Snakes, i 139 ; makes his prep- 
arations for revenge, i 140; 
Parkman plans to join, i 142; 
i 146, 150, 158, 159, 171, 175; 
Parkman risits, i 185, 186, 194; 
ii. 5, 6, 96. 

Whirlwind's village, the, i 142, 
204. 

White Shield, Chief, L 198; at 
the Ogillallah village, ii 5; ii 
26; lodge of, ii 57, 58; illneM 
of, ii 58, 59 ; ii 60, 61. 

Wolves, i 71, 72, 82, 95, 101, 144, 
145, 187, 210, 229, 230; ii 52, 
78, 138, 160, 174, 201, 202, 203, 
215, 217, 224. 

Wright, a muleteer, i 26, 33, 36, 
37, 68, 79, 104. 

Wyandots, the, at Westport, i 7. 
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